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A HOME BEYOND THE TIDE
BY C. DUNBAR.
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117E are out on tlie ocean sailing,

'^ Homeward bound we sweetly glide,

We are out on the ocean sailing,

To a home beyond the tide.

Chorus.

All the storms will soon be over,

Then we '11 anchor in the harbor.

We are out on the ocean sailing,

To a home beyon^'. the tide.

2. Millions now are safely landed,

Over on the golden shore,

Millions more are on their journey.

Yet there 's room for millions more.

3. Come on board and "ship" for glory,

Be in haste, make up your mind!
For our vessel 's weighing anchor,

You will soon be left behind.

4. You have kindred over yonder.

On that bright and happy shore.

By and by we '11 join their number,
When the toils of life are o'er.

5. Spread your sails, while heavenly breezes,

Gently waft our vessel on;
All on board are sweetly singing,

—

Free salvation is the song.

6. When we all are safely anchored,
Then we '11 shout, our trials o'er.

We will walk about the city.

And we '11 sin": forever more.



HAPPY DAY,
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happy day that fixed roy choice On thee, my
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Savior and my God ! Well may this glowing heart re-
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joice, And tell its raptures all abroad. Happy
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day, happy day, When Jesus washed my sins a-
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way ; He taught me how to watch and pray, And live re-
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joicing every day. Happy day, happy

day, When Jesus washed my sins awaj'



HYMN. L. M.

HAPPY day that fix'd my choice

On thee, my Saviour and my God !

Well may this glowing heart rejoice,

And tell its raptures all abroad.

Happy day ! happy day !

When Jesus washed my sins away ;

He taught me how to watch to pray,

And live rejoicing every day, etc.

2. happy bond, that seals my vowa
To Him who merits all my love

;

Let cheerful anthems fill his house.

While to that sacred shrine I move.
Happy day ! happy day ! etc.

3. 'Tis done, the great transaction 's done ;

I am my Lord's, and he is mine ;

He drew me, and I follow'd on,

Charm' d to confess the voice divine.

Happy day ! happy day ! etc.

4. Now rest, my long-divided heart

;

Fix'd on this blissful centre, rest;

Nor ever from thy Lord depart

:

With him of every good possess'd.

Happy day ! happy day ! etc.

6. High Heaven, that heard the solemn vow.
That vow renew'd shall daily hear.

Till in life's latest hour I bow,
And bless in death a bond so dear-.

Happy day 1 haj)py day ! etc.



HYMN. P. M.

¥E live as pilgrims and strangers below,

We're homeward bound, homeward bound ;

' Though often tempted, yet onward we go,

We're homeward bound, homeward bound.

2. Trials and crosses we cheerfully bear,

Toils and temptations expecting to share,.

We hasten forward, content with the fare ;

We're homeward bound, homeward bound.

8. Earth with its trifles we all have resigned,

We're homeward bound, homeward bound ;

Heaven, with its glories, we shortly shall find.

We're homeward bound, homeward bound.

4. Sinful amusements no longer are dear,

O ! how illusive and vain they appear.

While to our home we are drawing so near,

We're homeward bound, homeward bound.

5. We '11 tell the world as we journey along.

We 're homeward bound, homeward bound ;

Try to persuade them to enter our throng.

We 're homeward bound, homeward bound.

6. Come, trembling sinner, forlorn and opprest.

Join in our number. Oh, come, and be blest

;

Journey with us, to the mansions of rest,

We 're homeward bound, homeward bound.
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WE 'HE HOMEWARD BOUND.
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Out on the dark, raging waters we ride,

Tossed on the waves of a rough, restless tide,
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We 're homeward bound, homeward bound,
We 're homeward bound, homeward bound.
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We'll all u - nite to be parted no more
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There we shall live with the Lord ev - er - more,
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We 're homeward bound, homeward bound.
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HYMN. P. M.

OUT on the dark, raging waters we ride,

We're homeward bound, homeward bound,
Tossed on the waves of a rough, restless tide.

We're homeward bound, homeward bound.

2. Soon with our friends who have passed on before

We'll all unite to be parted no more
;

There we shall live with the Lord evermore,

We're homeward bound, homeward bound.

3. Wildly the storm sweeps us on in its roar.

We're homeward bound, homeward bound ;

See ! yonder looms up the bright golden shore.

We're homeward bound, homeward bound.

4. Steady, Pilot ! stand firm at the wheel ;

Steady 1 we soon shall outweather the gale ;

0, how we fly 'neath the loud creaking sail !

We're homeward bound, homeward bound.

5. Into the harbor of heaven now we glide.

We're home at last, home at last

;

Softly we drift on its bright silver tide.

We're home at last, home at last.

6. Glory to God ! all our dangers are o'er.

We stand secure on the glorified shore
;

Glory to God ! we will shout evermore.

We're home at last, home at last.

'^
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THE GOLDEN SHOBE
BV C. DUNBAR.
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And when our bark
sea of life. To
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fairer worlds on high; We hope to gain the

Canaan's peaceful shore, 'We '11 range the blissful
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port at last, We '11

fields of light, W^ith

anchor by and by.

those who've gone before.
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We 're homeward bound.

We 're go - ing home,
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We 're homeward bound, Tho
We 're go - ing home. To
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just before,
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We '11 anchor by and
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HYM]^. C. M.

1 0, HAPPY land! 0, happy land!

Where saints and angels dwell;

We long to join that glorious band,

And all their anthems swell.

CHORUS.

Tune all your harps to sing his praise,

Who died that we might live;

W^e soon shall reach that happy place,

AVhich Christ, the Lord, will give.

2 But every voice in yonder throng,

On earth has breathed a prayer;

No lips untaught may join that song,

Or learn the music there.

Tune all your harps, etc.

3 Thou heavenly Friend! thou heavenly Friend!

0, hear us when we pray

;

Now let thy pard'ning grace descend,

And take our sins away.

Tune all your harps, etc.

4 Be all our fresh, our youthful days.

To thy blest service given
;

That we may meet to sing thy praise,

A ransomed band in heaven.

CHORUS.

Tune all your harps to sing his praise,

Who died that we might live;

Wc soon- shall reach that happy place,

Which Christ, the Lord, will give.
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MY BROTHER WILL YOU MEET ME.

^S_ N J I
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Say
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brother will you meet me,
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I Say my brother will you meet me, On Canaan's hajDpy shore.
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83 & 6s. HYMN. P. M.

SAY, my brother, will you meet me
On Canaan's bappy shore ?

Yes, by the grace of God I '11 meet you
On Canaan's bappy shore.

Jesus lives and reigns forever,

Forever, ever more
;

Glory, glory, hallelujah !

Praise God forever more.

2. Say, my sister, will you meet me
On Canaan's happy shore ?

Yes, by the grace of God I '11 meet you
On Canaan's happy shore.

3. Say, dear children, will you meet me
On Canaan's happy shore?

Yes, by the grace of God Ave '11 meet you
On Canaan's happy shore.

4. Say, my teachers, will you meet me
On Canaan's happy shore ?

Yes, by the grace of God we '11 meet you
On Canaan's happy shore.

5. Say, young converts, will you meet me
On Canaan's happy shore ?

Yes, by the grace of God we '11 meet you
On Canaan's happy shore.

6. There we '11 sing and shout forever.

There we '11 sing and shout forever.

There we '11 sing and shout forever.

On Canaan's happy shore.
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THE HAPPY MEETING
-^—N-

1. Here we suf - fer

2. All wlio love the

—^zie'—^i-l—y
— g—^

ay
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Here we meet to part a - gain; I

When they die to heaven will go, And

grief and pain,

Lord be - low,

V_-X
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When wo
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HERE we suffer grief and pain,

Here we meet to part again,

In heav'n we part no more.

! that will be joyful ! Joyful, joyful, joyful !

! that will be joyful

!

When we meet to part no more.

2. All who love the Lord below,

When they die to heav'n Avill go.

And sing with saints above.

! that will be joyful ! Joyful, joyful, joyful

!

O ! that will be joyful !

When we meet to part no more.

3. Little children will be there,

Who have sought the Lord in prayer.

From every Sunday-school.

! that will be joyful ! Joyful, joyful, joyful

!

! that will be joyful !

When we meet to part no more.

4. Teachers, too, shall meet above,

And our Pastors, whom we love.

Shall meet to part no more.

! that will be joyful ! Joyful, joyful, joyful

!

! that will be joyful !

When we meet to part no more.

6. ! how happy we shall be !

For our Saviour we shall see

Exalted on his throne !

! that will be joyful ! Joyful, joyful, joyful !

! that will be joyful

!

When we meet to part no more.
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WE 'RE GOING HOME.

a J 9 • 9 9
We're sailing o'er the sea of life,

We hope to gain the port at last,

To fair - er "worlds on liigh>

We '11 an - chor by - and - by.

^-=:tA ^-=^--^:
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We're go - ing home, We're go - ing home,
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The voyage "will soon be
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oer;

Our kin-dred dear are -wait - ing there.
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K

on the gold - en shore.



19

HYMN. C. M.

OUR compass is the sacred word.
Our anchor blooming hope

;

The love of God our maintop-sail,

And faith our cable rope.

CHORUS.

Then hoist your sails to catch the gales,

The storms will soon be o'er ;

The night begins to wear away,

We soon shall reach the shore.

2. But are you not afraid some storm

Your bark will overwhelm ?

How can we fear when Christ is near,

Our Father 's at the helm ?

3. We 'are not afraid, for many a storm
The Lord has brought us through

;

And soon we '11 hear the joyful cry

The land appears in view.

4. Send out a boat, I '11 go along,

If you can find me room,

Tliere 's room for you and all the world,

Make no delay to come.

6. And when we all are landed safe

On that celestial plain,

Our song shall be, Worthy the Lamb,
That was for sinners slain 1

6. The sun is up, the clouds are gone.

The heavens above are clear,

A city brigtit appears in sight.

We 're sailing round the pier.
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O COME, LET US SING.

i-zizzz$z
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come let us sing! Our
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youthful hearts now swelling, To God a -buve, a
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God of love— come, let us sinij!

-\—

!

^._ W_ . . _ W_ ._ ..

izigiziiziiizzziz

Our joy - ful spi - rits,
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mel dy— come, let us -sing!



COME, let us s"iio- !

Our youth {"ill liearts now svv 'o>
To God above, a God of love-

come let us sing !

Our joyful spirits, <jlad and free,

With high emotions rise to thee

In heavenly melody

—

O come let us sing !

2. O swell, swell the song,

His praises oft repeating
;

His Son he gave, our souls to save

—

swell, swell the song !

The humble heart's devotion bring,

Whence gushing streams of love do sprin^j

And make the welkin ring

With sweet-swelling song.

3. We'll chant, chant his praise

—

Our lofiy strains now blending
;

A tribute bring to Christ our King,

And chant, chant his praise.

Our Saviour, Prince, was crucified :

"'Tis finish'd," then, he meekly cried,

And bow'd his head and died

—

Then chant, chant his praise !

4. All full chorus join

—

To Jesus condescending

To Bless our race with heavenly gra«e.

All full chorus join !

To God, whose mercy on us smiled,

And Holy Spii'it, reconciled

By Christ, the meek and mild ;

AH full chorus join !
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HYMN. P. M.

Savior, like a shepherd lead us,

Much we need thy tenderest care

;

In thy pleasant pastures feed us,

For our use thy folds prepare.

Blessed Jesus, blessed Jesus,

Thou hast bought us, thine we are,

Blessed Jesus, blessed Jesus,

Thou hast bought us, thine we are.

We are thine, do thou befriend us,

Be the Guardian of our way
;

Keep thy flock, from sin defend us,

Seek us when we go astray.

Blessed Jesus, blessed Jesus,

Hear young children when they pray,

Blessed Jesus, blessed Jesus,

Hear young children when they pray.

Thou hast promised to receive us,

Poor and sinful though we be
;

Thou hast mercy to relieve us,

Grace to cleanse, and power to free.

Blessed Jesus,

Let us early turn to thee.

Early let us seek thy favor,

Early let us do thy will;

Blessed Lord and only Savior,

With thy love our bosoms fill.

Blessed Jesus,

Thou hast loved us, love us still.
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WELCOME FRIENDS.
ARUANaED BY C, D.

Fi3^
Welcome friends, whose cheering presence,

i
H^=H^
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Fills our hearts with joy to-day, Fathers, Mothers,
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Sisters, Brothers, Join us while to Him we pray

:

i^^g© ^ S=-=f=?:

Him who came one bless - ed morn - ing-.

1^ ^:^t—

t
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Many hundred years a - go, When the sun was

JE^tJ^
i=it

-it* St

just adorning Judah's hills, where cedars grow.
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WELCOME FRIENDS.—CoxTixi-ED.

1^
I-MZf

Wei - come friends, -whose cheering presence,

•0- -^
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Fills our hearts with joy to-day; Fathers, Mothers,
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Sisters, Brothers, Join us while to Him we pray.
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1 H [y f
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HYMN. P. M.

WELCOME friends, whose cheering presence,

Fills our hearts with joy to-day
;

Fathers, Mothers, Sisters, Brothers,

Join us while to Him we pray

:

Him who came one blessed morning.
Many hundred years ago,

When the sun was just adorning

Judah's hills where cedars grow.

CHORUS.

"Welcome friends, whose cheering presence.

Fills our hearts with joy to-day
;

Fathers, Mothers, Sisters, Brothers,

Join us while to Him we pray.

2. Came He, thus, when man was sleeping.

In the gloom of endless night.

Still our steps His guiding keeping.

In life's dim, uncertain light.

He our Maker, helper. Father,

—

Keeps us still in tenderness ;

His the love that lets us gather

Here His holy name to bless.

3. This the day when first He brought us,

Hope of better things to come
;

Trained our steps and kindly taught us
Of the way that leadeth home.

Welcome, then, dear friends, and greeting.

Blessings crown you from above
;

But to Him who caused our meeting

Prayer, and praise, and boundless love.
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I'M A PILGRIM. P. M.

^-^

I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, I can

i^t—^—^-

:::ft^;^-*
li^;!

:i:

tar-ry, I can tar-ry but a night!

mm
Do not de-tain me, for I am going

'W—?»,—hi—^-:^ :q_.^i_^.-_^^
-I—

h

^—^-ft-f

To where the streamlets are ev - er flow-ing.

—a—^ a-a-i-a-^ fei
I 'm a pilgrim, and I 'm a stranger, I can

tar-ry, I can tar-ry but a night I
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HYMN.
'M a pilgrim, and I 'm a stranger,

I can tarry, I can tarry but a niglit;

Do not detain mc, for I am o-oins:

Where living waters are ever llovving.

CHORUS.

I 'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger,

I can tarry, I can tarry but a niglit.

2. There the glory is ever shining,

! my longing heart, my longing heart is there I

Here in this vain world, so lone and dreary,

1 long have wandered forlorn and weary.

?. There's the city to which I journey,

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light

;

Tiiere's no more sorrow, nor any sighing,

JS'or any tears there, nor any dying.

4. Farewell, neighbors, with tears I've warned
you ;

I must leave you, T must leave you and be gone

;

For this your portion, your hearts' desire,

Why will you perish in endless fire ?

5. Father, mother, and sister, brother,

If 3'ou will not journey with me, I must go;
If this your vain hope you will thus cherish.

Should I too linger, and with you perish ?

6. Farewell, dreary earth, by sin so blighted,

In immortal beauty thou shalt be array'd

;

For he who formed thee, shall soon restore thee.

From sin and darkness to praise and glory.
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WE'LL WAIT TILL JESUS COMES.

pE^3=E ±-t
—i-

Soon on that, bright and hcav'nlj plain, We'll

%^4?M^--^-^
all be gathered home ; There we shall meet our

^A
friends again, When we are gathered home.

tzTztz:

We'll wait till Je - sus comes, We'll

S:^i —I—^-^-|

fLimtiE
wait till Je - sus comes, We '11 wait till

®-^ 3-=g^.l: If
Je - sus comes, Then we '11 be gathered home.
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HYMN. C. M.

SOON on that bright and heavenly plain

We '11 all be gathered home,
There we shall meet our friends again.

When we are gathered home.

CHORUS.

We '11 wait till Jesus comes.

We '11 wait till Jesus comes.

We '11 wait till Jesus comes,

Then we '11 be gathered home.

2. ! what a cheering thought is this.

We '11 all be gathered home
;

We soon shall dwell in endless bliss,

We'll all be gathered home.
We '11 wait till Jesus comes, etc.

3. Our kindred dear have gone before,

We '11 all be gathered home
;

I hear them on the distant shore,

We '11 all be gathered home.
We '11 wait till Jesus comes, etc.

4. When in those heavenly courts above.

We all are gathered home
;

We '11 sing the Saviour's dying love.

When we are gathered home.
We '11 wait till Jesus comes, etc.

5. Then speed your flight ye passing years.

We '11 all be gathered home
;

'Till God sliall wipe these falling tears,

Then we'll be gathered home.

We '11 wait till Jesus comes, etc.
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JOYFULLY! P. M

!l^?f-=:^:liR--ml^ 1—

'^'-

-^v-d-

Joy-ful-ly, joy-ful-ly on-ward I move,
An-ge-lic chor-ist-crs, sing as I, come,

Bound for the land of bright spirits a - bove

:

Joy-ful-ly, joy-ful-ly haste to thy home,

Soon with my pil-grim-age end - ed be - low,

t -^-^--^
^qzMizi^:;

:^
Home to the land of bright spir-its I go

;

Pilgrim and stranger no more shall I roam,

ff-*

ii=E=^' t :i-^-t i5?M
Joy - ful - ly, Joy - ful - ly resting at home.
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HYMN.
JOYFULLY, joyfully, onward I move,

Bound for the land of bright spirits above:
Angelic choristers sing as I come,
Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

2. Soon with my pilgrimage ended below,

Home to that land of delight will I go:
Pilgrim and stranger no more shall I roam.
Joyfully, joyfully, resting at home.

3. Friends fondly cherished have pass'd on before.

Waiting, they watch me approaching the shore,

Singing to cheer me through death's chilling

gloom.

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

4. Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear:

Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear !

Rings with the harmony heaven's high dome.

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

5. Death, with thy weapons of war lay me low.

Strike, king of terrors, I fear not the blow ;

Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb

:

Joyfully, joyfully will I go home.

6. Bright will the morn of eternity dawn,
Death shall be banish'd, his sceptre be gone;
Joyfully then shall I witness his doom,
Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home.



32

EXPOSTULATION. P. M.
riHST TIME,

1. turn ye, turn ye, for why will y<

D. c. And ang-els are wait-ing to wel - -

^:
D. C.

r

ill

mer-cy is com - ing so nigh?
vites you, the Spirit says come,

—5>-
:]^:

:^5H-^- •P~^li
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HYMN. 27ih. P. M.

01 Turn ye, ! turn ye ; for why will you die,

• When God in great mercy is coming- so nigh?

Now Jesus invites you, tlie Spirit says come,

And angels are waiting to welcome you home.

2. How vain the delusion, that while you delay,

Your heai'ts may grow better by staying away
;

Come v/retched, come starving, come just as you be,

While streams of salvation are flowing so free.

3. Now Jesus is ready your souls to receive,

And grant you a pardon, if you will believe
;

If sin is your burden wliy wdl you not come ?

'Tis you he bids welcome ; he bids you come home.

4. In riches, in pleasures, what can you obtain,

To soothe 3''our affliction, or banish your pain ?

To bear up your spirits when summon'd to die,

Or waft you to mansions of glory on high !

5. Why will you be starving and feeding on air ?

There 's meicy in Jesus enough and to spare
;

If still you are doubting, make trial and see,

And prove that his mercy is boundless and free.

6. Come, give us your hand, and the Savior your
lieart

;

And trusting in Jesus, we never shall part :

—

O ! how can we leave you ? whj^ will you not

come ?

We '11 journey together and soon be at home.
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I'M HAPFT
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I 'nx happy, I'm liappy, Avondrous account!
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My joys are immortal, I stand on the Blount
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I gaze on my treasure, and long to be there,

I I
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With Jesus, my Savior, the kingdom to share.

Lamb, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Amen.
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I'M happy, I'm happy, 0, wondrous account!

My joys are immortal, I stand on the mount:
I gaze on my treasure, and long to be there,

VVith Jesus, my Saviour, the kingdom to share.

CHORUS.

Hallelujah ! to the Lamb ! hallelujah ! to the Lamb !

Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! hallelujah ! to the Lamb !

2. Jesus, my Saviour, in thee I am blest

!

My life and my treasure, my joy and my rest

!

Thy gi-ace be my theme and thy name be my song

:

Thy love doth inspire my heart and my tongue.

Hallelujah ! to the Lamb ! etc.

3. 0, who is like Jesus ! he's Salem's bright King;
He smiles, and he loves me, he taught me to sing

;

1*11 praise him, I'll praise him, and bow to his will,

While rivers of pleasure my spirits do fill.

Hallelujah ! to the Lamb 1 etc.

4. How cheering the thought that the spirits in bliss

Should bow their bright wings to a world such as
this

;

Should leave their bright mansions of glory above,
To breathe o'er our bosoms some message of love.

Hallelujah ! to the Lamb ! etc.

5. They come on the wings of the morning, they
come,

Impatient to lead some poor wanderer home
;

Some pilgrim to snatch from his stormy abode,
And bear him to rest in the bosom of love.

Hallelujah ! to the Lamb ! etc.
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I LOVE THE SABBATH SCHOOL
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These sacred songs remind us of

The days when we were young;
When we, like them, at Sabbath-school,

The praise of Jesus sung.

CHORUS.

Sweet Sabbath-school, place dear to mej
Where'er through life I roam,

My heart will often turn to thee,

My childhood's Sabbath home.

0, holy place ! where first we shed
The penitential tear

;

Where youthful steps are taught to tread.

In paths of peace and prayer.

I love the Sabbath-school, where we
The Holy Bible read,

Which tells of Christ, who came to be

A Savior in our need.

And when our labors here shall end,

We hope, in noble strains.

To sing again our Sabbath songs,

Where endless Sabbath reigns.

We '11 ever love the Sabbath-school,

Its toils we '11 freely share

;

That God will give it great increase.

Shall be our latest prayer.

that when life's few cares are past,

Our teachers we may meet,

Upon the blissful plains, and cast,

Our crowns at Jesus' feet.
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SlNGINCx GLOllY.
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1 Around the throne of God in heaven,

Thousands of children stand

;

Children whose sins are all forgiven,

A holy, happy band,

Singing Glory, glory,

Glory be to God on high.

2 In flowing robes of spotless white,

See every one arrayed
;

Dwelling in everlasting light,

And joys that never fade,

Singing Glory, glory,

Glory be to God on high.

3 What brought them to that world above ?

That heaven so bright and fair.

Where all is peace, and joy, and love;—

•

How came those children there?

Singing Glory, glory.

Glory be to God on high.

4 Because the Savior shed his blood,

To wash away their sin :

Bathed in that pure and precious flood,

Behold them white and clean !

Singing Glory, glory,

Glory be to God on high.

5 On earth they sought the Savior's grace,

On earth they loved his name
;

So now they see his blessed face,

And stand before the Lamb.
Singing Glory, glory,

Glory be to God on high.
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I WANT TO BE AN ANGEL
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I I want to be an angel, And

"with the angels stand, A crown upon my
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forehead, A harp within my hand.
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2 I never would be weary,

Nor ever shed a tear,

Nor ever know a sorrow,

Nor ever feel a fear
;

But blessed, pure, and boly,

I 'd dwell in Jesus' sight;

And with ten thousand thousands,

Praise him both day and night.

3 I know I'm weak and sinful,

But Jesus will forgive,

For many little children

Have gone to heaven to live.

Bear Savior, when I languish,

And lay me down to die,

! send a shining angel,

And bear me to the sky.

4 0, there I'll be an angel,

And with the angels stand,

A crown upon my forehead,

A harp within my hand

;

And there, before my Savior,

So glorious and so bright,

I '11 join the heavenly music.

And praise him day and night.
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THE IIArPY LAND.

prais - ea ring, Praise, praise for aye !
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1 There is a happy land,

Far, far away,

Where saints in glory stand,

Bright, bright as day.

O, how they sweetly sing.

Worthy is our Savior King,

Loud let his praises ring.

Praise, praise for aye.

2 Come to that happy land,

Come, come away

;

Why will ye doubting stand,

Why still delay ?

0, we shall happy be,

When, from sin and sorrow free.

Lord, we shall live with thee,

Blest, blest for aye.

3 Bright, in that happy land.

Beams every eye

;

Kept by a Father's hand.

Love can not die.

O, then, to glory run
;

Be a crown and kingdom won

;

And bright, above the sun,

We reign for aye.
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PORTUGUESE HYMN. P. M.

I would not live alway, 1 ask not to

o'er the dark way; The few lurid mornings that

^ ^j^
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enough for life's woes, full enough for its cheer.
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I would not live alway : no, welcome the tomb!
Since Jesus has lain there I dread not its gloom

;

There sweet be my rest till he bid me arise,

To hail him in triumph descending the skies.

O, who would live alway, away from his God,
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,

Where rivers of pleasure flow bright o'er the

plains,

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns.

There saints of all ages in harmony meet,

Their Savior and brethren transported to greet,

While anthems of rapture unceasingly roll.

And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul.

1 The Bible ! the Bible ! more precious than gold,

The hopes and the glories its pages unfold;

It speaks of salvation, wide opens the door.

Its offers are free to the rich and the poor.

2 The Bible ! the Bible ! blessed volume of truth,

How sweetly it smiles on the season of youth I

It bids us seek early the pearl of great price,

Ere the heart is enslaved in the bondage of vice.

3 The Bible ! the Bible ! the valleys shall ring,

And hill-tops re-echo the notes that we sing;

Ourbanners, inscribed with its preceptsand:rules.

Shall long wave in triumph, thejoy of our schools.

4 The Bible! the Bible! we hail it with joy,

Its truths and its glories our tongues shall employ!
We '11 sing of its triumphs, we'll tell of its worth!
And send its glad tidings afar o'er the earth.
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COME AND WELCOME.

come, chil-dren, come to
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Savior to - day : Come, for all things are
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1 How sweet is the Sabbatli, the morning of rest,

The day of the week which I ought to love best

;

The morning the Savior arose from the tomb,
And took from the grave all its terrors and gloom.

2 let me be thoughtful and prayerful to-day,

And not spend a moment in trilling or play
;

Rememb'ring these seasons were graciously giv'n

To teach me to seek, and prepare me for heaven.

3 In the house ofmy God, in his presence and fear,

While I worship to-day, may my heart be sincere;

In the school, while I learn, may I listen with care.

And be grateful to those that watch over me there.

4 Instruct me, my Savior, for thine would I be.

Nor am I too young to be noticed by thee

;

Renew all my heart, keep me firm in thy ways,

I would love thee, and serve thee, and give thee
the praise.

1 0, THERE is a river whose fresh waters flow

O'er earth's broadest surface, a cure for each woe

;

Its streams are all healing, life is in each wave,

O, try it, and prove it, 'tis mighty to save.

2 0, drink of this river, its full crystal flood

Refreshes and lightens of sin's weary load
;

Its ripples ne'er mix with the billows of strife,

This is the " Pure Eiver of Water of Life."

3 This beautiful river our boast well may be,

'T is fresh, overflowing, and, better, 'tis free;

The sin-sick rejoice in this peace-making tide,

This river is Jesus, " the once crucified."
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THE SHINING SHORE.
G. F. Root

My days are glid - ing swiftly by, And

, a pilgrim stranger, Would not detain them
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as they fly ! Those hours of toil and danger-

For oh! we stand on Jordan's strand, Our
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friends are passing - ver, And just before the

shining shore We may al - most dis - cov - er
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MY days are gliding swiftly by.

And I, a pilgrim stranger,

Would not detain them as they fly

—

Those hours of toil and danger.

CHORUS.

For oh ! we stand on Jordan's strand.

Our friends are passing over
;

And just before, the shining shore,

We may almost discover.

2. We '11 gird our loins^ my brethren dear.

Our distant home discerning ;

Our absent Lord has left us word,

Let eveiy lamp be burning.

For oh ! we stand on Jordan's strand,

Our friends are passing over

;

3. Should coming days be cold and dark,

We need not cease our singing
;

That perfect rest naught can molest.

Where golden harps are ringing.

For oh ! we stand on Jordan's strand.

Our friends are passing over;

4. Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow,

Each cord on earth to sever

;

Our King says, " Come," and there 's our home.
Forever, oh ! forever.

For oh ! we stand on Jordan's strand.

Our friends are passing over
;

And just before, the shining shore.

We may almost discorer.
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Once was heard the song of children,

Jojful in the sa cred temple
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And Ho-san-nas, And Ho-san-nas
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Loud to Da - vid's Son broke forth.
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ONCE was heard the song of children.

By the S.iviour when on earth
;

Joyful in the sacred temple

Shouts of youthful praise had birth,

And hosannas

Loud to David's Son broke forth.

Palms of victory strewn around him,

Garments spread beneath his feet,

Prophet of the Lord they crowned hina.

In fair Salem's crowded street,

While hosannas

From the lips of children greet.

Blessed Saviour, now triumphant.

Glorified and throned on high.

Mortal lays from man or infant.

Vain to tell thy praise essay
;

But hosannas

Swell the chorus of the sky.

God o'er all in heaven reigning,

We this day thy glory sing

—

Not with palms thy pathway strewing.

We Avould loftier tribute bring—

•

Glad hosannas
To our Prophet, Priest, and King.

Oh, though humble is our offering,

Deign accept our grateful lays—
These from children once proceeding,
Thou didst deem "perfected praise.*'

Now hosannas.

Saviour, Lord, to thee we raise.
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Show pity, Lord : Lord, forgive

;

Let a repenting rebel live.

Are not thy mercies large and free?

May not a sinner trust in thee?

My crimes are great, but do n't surpass

The power and glory of thy grace
;

Great God, thy nature hath no bound,

—

So let thy pardoning love be found.

wash my soul from every sin,

And make my guilty conscience clean
j

Here on my heart the burden lies

And past offenses pain my eyes.

save a trembling sinner, Lord,
Whose hope, still hov'ring round thy Word,
Would light on some sweet promise there,—

•

Some sure support against despair.

1 Assembled in our school once more,

Lord, thy blessing we implore
;

We meet to read, and sing, and pray.

Be with us, then, through this thy day.

2 Our fervent prayer to thee ascends,

For parents, teachers, foes, and friends
;

And when we in thy house appear.

Help us to worship in thy fear.

-r 3 When we on earth shall meet no more,
' May we above to glory soar

;

And praise thee in more lofty strains,

Where one eternal Sabbath reisrns.
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SICILIAN HYMN.
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Anp^els now are hov'ring round us,

Unperceived amid the throng;,

Wond'ring at the love that crowned us,

Glad to join the holy song :

Hallelujah, hallelujah,

Love and praise to Christ belong

!

Though unseen, I love the Savior;

He hath brought salvation near

;

Manifest his pard'ning favor;

And when Jesus doth appear,

Soul and body, soul and body,

Shall his glorious image bear.

1 Now is done the time of teaching,

Ended is the hour we love;

Hushed the voice of friends beseeching

Us to seek for joys above:

Precious Sabbaths, precious Sabbaths,

Swiftly, ! they swiftly move.

2 Soon our Sabbaths will be ended,

All our Sabbath-schools be past,

Like the leaf to earth descended,

Withered in the autumn blast

:

Life is passing, life is passing,

AYe must see the grave at last.

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing,

Fill our hearts with joy and peace.

Let us each thy love possessing,

Triumph in redeeming grace

:

O be with us, be with us,

Traveling through this wilderness.
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HARK! MY SOUL.
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HARK ! my soul, it is the Lord,

'Tis thy Saviour, hear his word,

Jesus speaks, he speaks to thee,

" Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me V*

2. Lord, it is my chief compkint,
That my love is weak and faint;

Yet I love thee, and adore,

0, for grace to love thee more.

1 Children of the heavenly King,
As we journey let us sing;

Sing our Savior's worthy praise,

Glorious in his works and ways.

2 We are traveling home to God,
In the way our fathers trod

;

They are happy now, and we
Soon their happiness shall see.

3 O, ye banished seed, be glad

;

Christ our Advocate is made :

Us to save our flesh assumes—

•

Brother to our souls becomes.

4 Fear not, brethren, joyful stand

On the borders of our land
;

Jesus Christ, our Father's Son,
Bids us undismayed go on.

5 Lord, obediently we '11 go.

Gladly leaving all below;
Only thou our Leader be,

And we still will follow thee.
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WE'LL MEET AGAIN.
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1. We'll meet a - gain ! we'll meet again ! Tho'

2. Our buried friends have passed away ;
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we may see thee here no more ; We'll meet again ! we'll

how we miss their tender love ; But, hark ! I hear them

meet again! 'Way over on the shining shore,

singing now With angel bands in heaven above.

soon shall greet our kindred there ; And in that bright
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ho - ly land, We'll never take the parting hand

!
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¥E 'LL meet again ! we '11 meet again !

Tho' we may see thee here no more

;

We '11 meet again ! we '11 meet again !

Way over on the shining shore.

Then let us wipe the falling tear,

We soon shall greet o-ur kindred there

;

And in that bright and holy land,

We '11 never take the parting hand !

CHORUS.

We '11 meet again ! we'll meet again !

Tho' we may see thee here no more ;

We '11 meet again ! we '11 meet again !

Way over on the shining shore.

Our buried friends have passed away

;

how we miss their tender love

;

But, hark, I hear them singing now
With angel bands in heaven above.

Then let us wipe the falling tear.

We soon shall greet our kindred there

;

And in that bright and holy land,

We '11 never take the parting hand

!

CHORUS.

We '11 meet again ! we '11 meet again !

Tho' we may see thee here no more ;

We '11 meet again ! we '11 meet again !

Way over on the shining shore.
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1 Shout the tidings of salvation,

To the aged and the young

;

Till the precious invitation

Waken every heart and tongue.

CHORUS.

Send the sound the earth around,

From the rising to the setting of the sun.

Till each gathering crowd

Shall proclaim aloud,

The glorious work is done.

2 Shout the tidings of salvation

O'er the prairies of the West;

Till each gathering congregation,

With the gospel sound is blest.

Send the sound, etc.

3 Shout the tidings of salvation,

Mingling with the ocean's roar;

Till the ships of every nation.

Bear the news from shore to shore.

Send the sound, etc.

4 Shout the tidings of salvation

O'er the islands of the sea

;

Till in humble adoration,

All to Christ shall bow the knee.

Send the sound, etc.
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SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL.
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SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL.—Coxcluded.

Sing, for the pride of the ty-rant is broken, His
Who shall return to tell E-gypt the sto-ry, Of

chariots and horsemen all splendid and brave.

those she sent forth in the hour of her pride, The

vain was their boasting, the Lord hath but spoken, And
Lord hath looked out from his pillar of glory, And
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chariota and horsemen are sunk in the wave,

all her brave thousands are dashed in the tide.
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Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea,

Jehovah has triumphed, his people are free.

Sing, for the pride of the tyrant is broken,

His chariots and horsemen, all splendid and brave,

How vain was their boasting, the Lord hath but
spoken,

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave.

Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea,

Jehovah has triumphed, his people are free,

His people are free, his people are free.

Praise for the vict'ry, all praise to the Lord
His word was our arrow, his breath was our sword.

Who shall return to tell Egypt the story,

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride,

The Lord hath look'd outfrom his pillar of glory,

And all her brave thousands are dashed in the

tide.

Shout the glad tidings, exultingly singj

Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King.
Zion ! the marvelous story is telling,

The Son of the Highest how lovely his birth 1

The brightest archangel in glory excelling,

He stoops to redeem thee, he reigns o'er the earth.

Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing,

Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King.
Tell how he cometh, from nation to nation,

The heart-cheering news let the earth echo round *

How free to the faithful he oifers salvation,

With joy everlasting his people are crowned.
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(Elrant FROM SHAWM,

Come unto tne all ye that labnr and are heaeii-ladfn and I will give you
rest.—Matt. 11 : 28.

1. With tearful eyes I look around,

Life seems a dark and
j
stormy

|
sea

Yet, 'mid the gloom, I hear a sound,

A heavenly
|
whisper,

j

" Come to I me

'

2. It tells me of a place of rest

—

It tells me where my
|
soul may

|
flee

;

Oh ! to the weary, faint oppressed,

How sweet the
j
bidding:

|
"Come to

|
me."

3. When nature shudders, loth to part

From all I love, en-
|

joy, and
|
see;

When a faint chill steals o'er my heart,

A sweet voice
j
utters,

|

" Come to
|
me.''

4. Come, for all else must fail and die,

Earth is no resting
|

place for
|
thee

;

Heavenward direct thy weeping eye,

I am thy
j

portion,
|

" Come to
)
me."

6. voice of mercy ! voice of love

!

In conflict, grief and
|
ago-

|
ny,

Support me, cheer me from above !

Aud gently
|
whisper,

j
" Come to

J
me."
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AWAKE, my soul in joyful lays,

And sing- thy great "Redeemer's praise;

He justly claims a song from me

:

His loving kindness, O how free.

2. He saw me ruin'd in tlie fall,

Yet loved me notwithstanding all

;

He sav'd me from my lost estate,

His loving kindness, O how great.

3. Though numerous hosts of mighty foes.

Though earth and hell my way ojDpose,

He safely leads my soul along

;

His loving kindness, how strong,

4. When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,

Has gathei-'d thick, and thunder'd loud.

He near my soul has always stood :

His loving kindness, O how good.

5. Although I feel my sinful heart

Prone from my Saviour to depart;

And though I have him oft forgot.

His loving kindness changes not.

6. 8oon shall I pass the gloomy vale,

Boon all my mortal powers must fail;

may my last expiring breath

His loving kindness sing in death.

7. Then let me mount, and soar away
To brighter worlds of endless day,

And sing with rapture and surprise.

His loving kindness in the skies.
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HYMN. P. M.

OH ! do not be discouraged.

For Jesus is your friend ;

Oh ! do not be discouraged,

For Jesus is your friend.

He will give you grace to conquer,'

He will give you grace to conquer.

And keep you to the end.

CHORUS.

I am glad I'm in this army,
Yes, I'm glad I'm in this army.
Yes, I'm glad I'm in this army.
And I'll battle for the school.

2. Fight on, ye little soldiers.

The battle you shall win ;

Fight on, ye little soldiers,

The battle you shall win.

For the Saviour is your Captain,

For the Saviour is your Captain,

And he has vanquished sin.

I am glad I'm in this army, etc.

3. And when the conflict 's over,

Before him you shall stand ;

And when the conflict's over.

Before him you shall stand.

You shall sing his praise forever.

You shall sing his praise forever.

In Canaan's happy land.

I am glad I'm in this army, etc.
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Hasten ner to be wise, Stay not

won, Harder is it to be won.

2. Hasten, mercy to implore !

Stay not for the morrow's sun;

Lest thy season should be o'er

Ere this evenino's staoe be run.O o

3. Hasten, sinner, to return !

Stay not for the morrow's sun

;

Lest thy lamp should fail to burn
Ere salvation's work is done.

4. Hasten, sinner, to be blest

!

Stay not for the morrow's sun

;

Lest perdition thee arrest

Ere the morrow is begun
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TPIE SINNER'S INVITATION.
Copyright secured.

-^-J^

ARRANGED BY C. DXINBAB
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Will you go, sin - ner go, To the

Where the storms ne - ver blow, And the

D. C. And tlie leaves of the bowers In the

pii^ek±î =^ m
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high-lands of heaven Y 1 Where the bright blooming
long summer's given; V

breezes are flitting. J _ ^ _
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Where the saints, robed in white,

Cleansed in life's flowing fountain,

Shining beauteous and bright,

Shall inhabit the mountain
;

Where no sin, nor dismay.

Neither trouble nor sorrow,

Will be felt for a day,

Nor be feared for the morrow.

There the rivers of joy

O'er the bright plains are flowing
j

And our bliss ne'er shall cloy!

To that land we are going.

Will you go, sinner, go,

And the world leave behind you?
Since its pleasures, you know,
Have but dazzled to blind you.

Will you go to that land.

Where your friends wait to greet you?
There a beautiful band

Join with us to entreat you
;

They are waiting above,

VVaiting happy to hail you,

In those regions of love,

Where no ills can assail you.

Christ has made thee a home

—

Sinner, canst thou believe it?

And presents thee a crown
;

Sinner, wilt thou receive it?

Will you come, sinner, come?
For the tide is receding,

And the Savior will soon
And forever cease pleading.
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THE WONDROUS CROSS.
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1. When I sur-vey the wondrous cross

-G~ '71.
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On which the Prince of glo - ry died,
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My rich-est gain I count but

S-r=^ f-T -^
^-t-s^-g^- JL^

And pour con - tempt on all my pride.

2. Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

Save in the death of Christ, my God
;

All the vain things that charm me most,

I sacrifice them to his blood.

3. See, from his head, his hands, his feet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down

;

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,

Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

4. "Were the whole realm of nature mine,

That were a present far too small

;

Love, so amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all.
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HYMN. L. M.

UNVAIL thy bosom, faithful tomb;
Take this new treasure to thy trust;

And give these sacred relics room
To slumber in the silent dust.

2. Nor pain, nor grief, nor anxious fear

Invade thy bounds : no mortal woes
Can reach the peaceful sleeper here,

While angels watch the soft repose.

3. So Jesus slept;—God's dying Son '

Pass'd through the grave, and blest the bed,

Rest here, blest saint, till from his throne

The morning break, and pierce the shade.

4. Break from his throne, illustrious morn;
Attend, O earth! his sov'reign word;

Restore thy trust—a glorious form— ,

Call'd to ascend and meet the Lord.

HOW blest the righteous when he dies

!

When sinks a weary soul to rest

!

How mildly beam the closing eyes

!

How gently heaves the expiring breast

!

So fades a summer cloud away;
So sinks the gale when storms are o'er;

So gently shuts the eye of day;
So dies a wave along the shore.

A holy quiet reigns around

—

A calm which life nor death destroys

;

And naught disturbs that peace profound
Which his unfetter'd soul enjoys.



TITLE TO HEAVEN.

bid farewell to ev'ry fear, And wipe my weeping

-a—(&
-«—-5i~

-5^i
eyes, And wipe my weep-ing eyes.

2. Should earth against my sonl engage,

And fiery darts be hurled,

Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3. Let cares like a wild deluge come,
Let storms of sorrow fall

—

So I but safely reach my home,
My God, my heaven, my all.

4. There I shall bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest.

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.
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HYMN. C. M.

AM I a soldier of the cross

—

A follower of the Lamb ?

And shall I fear to own his cause,

Or blush to speak his name

—

Or blush to speak his name ?

2. Must I be carried to the skies

On flow'ry beds of ease,

While others fought to win the prize.

And sail'd through bloody seas

—

And sail'd through bloody seas ?

3. Are there no foes for me to face?

Must I not stem the flood ?

Is this vile world a friend to grace,

To help me on to God

—

To help me on to God?

4. Since I must fight if I would reign.

Increase my courage, Lord

;

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain.

Supported by thy word

—

Supported by thy word.

5. Thy saints in all this glorious war
Shall conquer, though they die

;

They see the triumph from afar

—

By faith they bring it nigh

—

By faith they bring it nigh.

6. When that illustrious day shall rise,

And all thy armies shine

In robes of vict'ry through the skies,

The glory shall be thine

—

The glory shall be thine.



TilE KEfcUKKECTIOX
English Melody. akkangkd by c. punbar.
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tomb, Where low the Redeemer was laid
;

gloom, He hid for a sea - son his head,
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Have witnessed his ris - ing, and

swept Their chords with the triumphs of joy
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HYMN. P. M.

2 Ye saints, who once languished below,

But long since have entered your rest,

I pant to be glorified too,

And lean on Iramanuel's breast
;

The grave in which Jesus was laid,

Hath buried my guilt and my fears
;

And while I contemplate its shade,

The light of his presence appears.

3 ! sweet is the season of rest.

When life's weary journey is done ;—

-

The blush that spreads over its west,

The last lingering rays of its sun;

Though dreary the empire of night,

I soon shall emerge from its gloom
;

And see immortality's light

Arise on the shades of the tomb.

4 Then, welcome the last rending sighs,

When these aching heart-strings shall break
j

And death shall extinguish these eyes,

And moisten with dew the pale cheek

:

No terror the prospect begets ;

—

I am not mortality's slave ;

—

The sunbeam of life as it sets.

Leaves a halo of peace round the grave.



76

Blest are the sons of peace, Whose hearts and
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hopes are one; Whose kind de - signs

11

H^Sil^ H
serve and please Through all their actions run.
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HYMN. S. M.

BLEST be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love ;

The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2. Before our Father's throne

We pour our ardent prayers

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,

Our comforts and our cares.

3. We share our mutual woes
Our mutual burdens bear

;

And often for each other flows

The sympathizing tear.

4. When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain ;

But we shall still be join'd in heart,

And hope to meet again.

6. This glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way ;

While each in expectation lives.

And longs to see the day.

6. From sorrow, toil and pain.

And sin we shall be free
;

And perfect love and friendship reiga

Through all eternity.
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CORONATION. C. M.
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HYMN. C. M.

2. Ye cliosen seed of Israel's race,

Ye ransorn'd from the fall,

Hail him who saves you by his grace,

And crown him Lord of all.

3. Sinners, whose lore can ne'er forget

The wormwood and the gall.

Go, sjiread your trophies at his feet.

And crown him Lord of all.

4. Let every kindred, every tribe.

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

5. ! that with yonder sacred throng
We at his feet may fall ;

We '11 join the everlasting song.

And crown him Lord of all.

COME, let us join our cheerful songs
With angels round the throne :

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues.

But all their joys are one.

2. Worthy the Lamb that died, they cry.

To be exalted thus :

Worthy the Lamb, our hearts reply.

For he was slain for us.

3. Jesus is worthy to receive

Honor and power divine;

And blessings more than we can give,

Be, Lord, forever thine.
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I M WOEDS AKD MtrSIO BT 0. D0KBAB.

^#^=liT:#=fi&i q^???g
]^

We're pilgrims and strangers be - low, Our
Chorus.—We'll meet our dear loved ones a - gain, We'll

:i=S=P;, fi *—»^-ff^ ±^ha

I
^r^

^TS

Msi -Nr

±S: ii^^^:

fathers have passed on before, No cottage in this

meet our dear loved ones again, In heaven above, wher«

5=3i V-ti^^-U^

^^^v-^ ^-]S4S
/r\

<^Ti^ "<
i7"

IE
world of woe, We're bound for bright Canaan's shore,

all is love, We'll meet our dear loved ones again.
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HYMN. P. M.

1 We 're pilgrims and strangers below,

Our fathers have passed on before,

No cottage in this world of woe,

We 're bound for bright Canaan's shore.

Ch.—There ^11 be no more sorrowing there,

There '11 be no more sorrowing there.

In heaven above, where all is love.

There '11 be no more sorrowing there.

2 We sigh for those regions of love,

Where death never breathes in the air;

Our loved ones now in heaven above.

Are waiting to welcome us there.

Ch.—We '11 meet our dear loved ones' again.

We '11 meet our dear loved ones again.

In heaven above, where all is love,

We '11 meet our dear loved ones again.

3 They 've gone to receive a bright crown.
To rest in our Father's abode

;

In royal robes they now sit down,
At home in the palace of God.

4 I 've dreamed of that beautiful clime,

That country so holy and fair;

A home beyond the bounds of time.

And, ! how I long to be there.

Ch.—We '11 be there, by and by we '11 be there,

And we'll join with the holy and blest

;

Wc '11 wave the palm, and wear the crown,
With Jesus forever at rest.
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THE LAST MORNING.
ARRANGED BY C. DUNBAS.

gg
The last lovely morning, All blooming and fair,

Is fast onward fleeting, And soon will appear.
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let us be ready, To hail the glad day!
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HYMN. P. M.

1 The last lovely morning,
All blooming and fair,

Is fast onward fleeting,

And soon will appear,

CHORUS.

While tlie mighty,
Mighty, mighty trump,

Sounds, Come, come away,

O, let us be ready

To hail the glad day.

2 And when that bright morning
In splendor shall dawn,

Our tears shall be ended,

Our sorrows all gone.

3 The Bridegroom from glory

To earth shall descend,

Ten thousand bright angels

Around him attend.

4 The graves shall be opened,
The dead shall arise,

And with the Iledeemer
Mount up to the skies.

5 The saints then immortal
In glory shall reign,

The Bride with the Bridegroom
Forever remain.

While the mighty, etc.
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THE GLORY SHORE.
C. DUNBAE.

i
We have kin - dred saved in glo - rv,

W
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We have kin - dred saved in glo - ry

i e 9—w -^

II
Way ver on the glo - ry shore.

2. By and by we '11 go and see them,

By and by we '11 go and see them,

By and by we '11 go and see them,

Way over on the glory shore.

3. Won't that be a happy meeting, etc.,

Way over on the glory shore.

4. I have a father saved in glory, etc.,

Way over on the glory shore.

5. You have loved ones over yonder, etc.,

Way over on the glory shore.
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HYMN. P. M.

'rp IS low down in that beautiful valley,

JL Where love crowns the meek and the lowly
Where no storms of envy or folly

Can e'er roll their billows again ;

—

2. The meek soul, in hnmble subjection,

Can there find unshaken protection,

There soft gales of cheering reflection,

The mind sooth'd from sorrow and pain.

3. This low vale is free from contention.

Where no soul can dream of dissention.

Where no wiles of evil intention

Can find out these regions of peace.

4. 'T is there, there the Lord will deliver

;

And souls drink of that beautiful river.

Where peace flows forever and ever,

And love and joy forever increase.

5. There those who by storm have been driven,

Shall moor their barks in that beautiful haven.
And tliere bask in the sunshine of heaven,

And triumph in Immanuel's name.

6. 'Tis there, there in yonder bright glory.

We'll shout and sing, and tell the glad story
;

And when we've passed cold Jordan quite over.

We'll sing "hallelujah to God and theLamb !"
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THE PILGRIM'S HOME.
ARRANGED BV C. DUNUAI
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HYMN. P. M.

2 Though the world may me disown,

Heaven 's my home, heaven 's my home

;

Though the world may me disown,

Heaven's my home.
Though the world may me disown,

And I'm little and unknown,
I'm an heir to yonder throne,

—

Heaven's my home, heaven's my home:
I ^m an heir to yonder throne,

—

Heaven 's my home.

3 Through the dark and cloudy day.

Heaven's my home, heaven's my home:
Through the dark and cloudy day,

Heaven 's my home.
Through the dark and cloudy day,

On Jehovah's arm I'll stay.

And pursue my happy way
;

Heaven's my home, heaven's my home:
And pursue my happy way

;

Heaven 's my home.

4 that every soul could say,

T Heaven's my home, heaven's my home;
-i that every soul could say,

Heaven's my home.
that every soul could say.

If I die this blessed day,

1 should rise and soar away
;

Heaven's my home, heaven's my home;
I should rise and soar away;
Heaven 's my liome.
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SIJ^G HALLELUJAH.
AREAKGED BY C. DUNBAB.

Chorus.—Sing hal - le lu - jah I Sing
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HYMN. P. M.

OTELL mo no more of this v/orld's vain store

The time for such trifles with me now is o'er.

A conntiy I 've found where true joys abound.
To dwell I 'm determined on that happy ground.

CHORUS.

Sing hallelujah ! sing hallelujah !

Sing hallelu-halielu-hallelujah 1

2. The souls that believe, in Paradise live,

And we in that nnmber will Jesus receive
;

My soul, don't delay, he calls thee away,
Rise, follow the Saviour, and bless the glad day.

Sing hallelujah, etc.

3. No mortal doth know what he can bestow,

What light, strength and comfort do after him go;

Lo ! onward I move to a city above,

None guesses how wondrous my journey will prove.

Sing hallelujah, etc.

4. Great spoils I shall win, from death, hell and sin.

Midst outward afflictions shall feel Christ within;

And when I 'm to die, Receive me ! I '11 cry,

For Jesus hatli loved me, I can not tell why.

Sing hallelujah, etc.

5. But this I do find, we two are so join'd.

He '11 not live in glory and leave me behind.

So this is the race I 'm running throngh grace,

Henceforth till admitted to see my Lord's face.

Sing hallelujah, etc.
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AMELIA.
ASRANOF.T) BY C. DUNBAR.

And let this feeble body fail, And
My soul shall quit this mournful vale, And

let it faint or die ! Ch. "We re going home, We're
soar to worlds on high; Our kindred dear are

going home, The voyage will soon be o er,

waiting there, Upon the golden shore.

^ :tzztf±R:m
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HYMN. P. M.

2 In hope of that immortal crown
I now the cross sustain,

And gladly wander up and down,
And smile at toil and pain.

CHORUS.

"We're going liome, we're going home,
The voyage will soon be o'er,

Our kindred dear are waiting there,

Upon the golden shore.

3 I suffer on my threescore years,

Till my Deliverer come,

And wipe away his servant's tears,

And take his exile home.

4 what has Jesus bought for me!
Before my ravished eyes

Rivers of life divine I see,

And trees of Paradise

:

5 I see a world of spirits bright.

Who taste the pleasures there
;

They all are robed in spotless white,

And conquering palms they bear.

6 what are all my sufferings here,

If, Lord, thou count me meet
With that enraptured host t' appear.

And worship at thy feet!

7 Give joy or grief, give ease or pain,

Take life or friends away,

But let me find them all again

In that eternal day.
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SPEAK CxEXTLY.
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HYMN. C. M.

SPEAK gently ; it is better far

To rule by love than feav.

Speak gently : let no harsli words mar
The good we might do here.

2. Speak gently : love doth whisper low
The vows that true hearts bind

;

And gently friendship's accents flow

—

Afiection's voice is kind.

3. Speak gently to the little child,

Its love be sure to gain ;

Teach it in accents soft and mild.

It may not long remain.

4. Speak gently to the young, for they

Will have enough to bear
;

Pass through this life as best they may,
'Tis full of anxious care.

5. Speak gently to the aged one,

Grieve not the careworn heart

;

The sands of life are nearly run,

Let such in peace depart.

6. Speak gently to the erring—know
That they have toil'd in vain

;

Perchance unkindness made them so.

1 win them back again.

7. Speak gently, kindly, to the poor.

Let no harsh tone be heard
;

They ha\'e enough they must endure.

Without an unkind word.
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HYMN. C. M.

Salvation! the joyful sound!
What pleasure to our ears :

A sov'reign balm for every wound
A cordial for our fears.

Salvation ! let the echo fly

The spacious earth around,

While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.

Salvation! thou bleeding Lamb!
To thee the praise belongs:

Salvation shall inspire our hearts,

And dwell upon our tongues.

HYMN. C. M.
With pitying eyes the Prince of peace

Beheld our helpless grief,

He saw, and (0, amazing love !)

He flew to our relief,

Down from the shining seats above,

With joyful haste he fled;

Entered the grave in mortal flesh,

And dwelt among the dead.

0! for this love let rocks and hills

Their lasting silence break
;

And all harmonious human tongues,

The Savior's praises speak.

Angels ! assist our mighty joys
;

Strike all your harps of gold
;

But when you raise your highest notes,

His love can ne'er be told.
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THE CHILDREN'S BAND.
BY C, DUXDAR.
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HYMN. P. M.

THERE is a band of children dear,

I belong to that band, liallelujah !

Who live as little pilgrims here,

I belong to that band, hallelujah !

Hallelujah ! hallelujah !

I belong to that band, hallelujah !

Hallelujah ! hallelujah !

I belong to that band, hallelujah I

2. The prophets and apostles all

Once belonged to our band, hallelujah !

And Jew and Gentile, great and small,

Have belonged to our band, hallelujah !

Hallelujah ! hallelujah !

Have belonged to our band, hallelujah

!

8. I go and tell my playmates dear,

I belong to this band, hallelujah !

And try to bring them with me here.

To unite with our band, hallelujah !

Hallelujah ! hallelujah !

To unite with our band, hallelujah I

4. I hope to meet my teachers there,

I belong to this band, hallelujah !

And all the bliss of heaven will share,

I belong to this band, hallelujah !

Hallelujah ! hallelujah !

I belong to this band, hallelujah !
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EXHORTATION. C. M.
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HYMN. C. ]VI.

ON Jordan's stormy banks I stand,

And cast a wishful eye

To Canaan's fair and liappy land,

Where my possessions lie.

2 the transporting, rapturous scene,

That rises to my sight!

Sweet fields arrayed in living green,

And rivers of delight.

3 There generous fruits that never fail,

On trees immortal grow
;

There rock, and hill, and brook, and vale,

With milk and honey flow.

4 O'er all those wide-extended plains

Shines one eternal day
;

There Grod the Son forever reigns.

And scatters night away.

5 No chilling winds, or pois'nous breath,

Can reach that healthful shore
;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,

Are felt and feared no more.

6 When shall I reach that happy place.

And be forever blest?

When shall I see my father's face,

And in his bosom rest?

7 Filled with delight, my raptured soul

Would here no longer stay :

Though Jordan's waves around me roll.

Fearless I 'd launch away.
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LITTLE THINGS
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And the beauteous laud.
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HYMN. P. M.

2. Little deeds of kindness.

Little words of love,

Make our earth an Eden,
Like the heaven above.

3. Little seeds of mercy,

Sown by youthful hands,

Grow to bless the nations.

Far in heathen lands.

4. So our little errors »

Lead the soul away
From the paths of virtue,

Oft in sin to stray.

MORN amid the mountains

—

Lovely solitude !

Gushing streams and fountains

Murmur, God is good.

2. Now the glad sun breaking,

Pours a golden flood ;

Deepest vales awaking,
Echo, God is good.

3. Ptound yon pine-clad mountain.

Flows a golden flood
;

Hear the sparkling fountain

Whisper, God is good.

4. See the streamlet bounding
Through the vale and wood

;

Hear its ripples sounding,

Tell that God is good.
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THE CROSS AND CROAN^N.
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HYMN. P. M.

THERE is a band of pilgrims

That walk the narrow road
;

I do believe they Ml conquer

And wear the snow white robe.

CHORUS.

When they lay down the cross.

They '11 take up the crown ;

For thev follow the Saviour

All the way long.

2. And when they meet with troubles.

Or tremble on the way,

They cast tlieir care on Jesus,

And don't forget to pray.

When they lay down the cross, etc.

3. We too have joined the number
That walk the narrow way

;

We hope to gain fair Canaan
And dwell in endless day.

When we lay down the cross, etc.

4. I want to see my kindred

In that bright world above ;

I want to live with Jesus,

And shout redeeming love.

When we lay down the cross, etc.

6. And when we reach the city,

We '11 shout our suffering o'er
;

We'll settle in our mansion,

And live forever more.

When we lay down the cross, etc.
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PENITENCE. P. M
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And break my heart of stone.

HYMN. P. M.

JESUS, let thy pitying eye

Call back a wand'ring sheep;

False to thee, like Peter, I

Would fain like Peter weep.

Let me be by grace restored ;

On me be all lono* suff'rino- shown ;

Turn, and look upon me, Lord,

And break my heart of stone.

2. Saviour, Prince, enthroned above.

Repentance to impart.

Give me, through thy dying love.

The humble, contrite heart;

Give what I have long implored,

A portion of thy grief unknown :

Turn, and look upon me. Lord,

And break my heart of stone.

3. For thine own compassion's sake,

The gracious wonder show
;

Cast my sins beliind thy back.

And wash me white as snow

;

If thy bowels now are stirr'd,

If now 1 do myself bemoan ?

Turn, and look upon me. Lord,

And break my heart of stone.
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JESUS, I ray cross have taken,

All to leave aad follow thee
;

Naked, poor, despis'd, forsaken,

Thou from hence my all shalt be;

Perish every fond ambition,

All I've sought, or hoped, or known ;

Yet how rich is my condition !

God and heaven are still my own.

2. Let the world despise and leave me—
They have left my Saviour too ;

Human hearts and looks deceive me—*
Thou art not, like them, untrue ;

And whilst thou shalt smile upon me,
God of wisdom, love and might,

Foes may hate, and friends disown me,

Show thy face and all is bright.

3. Go, then, earthly fame and treasure ;

Come disaster, scorn and pain

;

In thy service pain is pleasure.

With thy favor loss is gain.

I have called thee Abba, Father

:

I have set my heart on thee :

Storms may howl, and clouds may gather,

All must work for good to me.

4. Haste thee on from grace to glory.

Armed by faith and wing'd by pray'r

;

Heav'n's eternal day's before thee,

God's own hand shall guide thee there.

Soon shall close thy earthly mission.

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days

:

Hope shall change to glad fruition.

Faith to sight, and prayer to Draise.
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OHINA. C. M.
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Are we not tending upward too.

As fast as time can move ?

Nor should we wish the hours more slow.
To keep us from our love.

Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb ?

There once the flesh of Jesus lay,

And left a long perfume.

The graves of all his saints he blest.

And soften'd every bed :

Where should the dying members rest.

But with their dying Head ?

Thence he arose, ascending high.

And show'd our feet the way :

Up to the Lord our flesh shall fly.

At the great rising day.

Then let the last, loud trumpet sound.
And bid our kindred rise :

—

Awake, ye nations under ground ;

Ye saints, ascend the skies.
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MERCY'S FREE.
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1. 'T is precious truth, sinner hear it,

2. Long as I live, 1 11 still be cry-ing,
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Merc}'^ 's free, mercy 's free; Ye servants of the

Mercj 's free, mercy 's free ; And this shall be my
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Mercy 's free, mercy 's free.
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And when the vail of death 1 've past, When
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laim to all the love of God, And spread this glorious

lodged above the stormy blast, I'll sins: while endless

:S=d=:i^-irv

^-
jzzKz:zr:3i:iNz-|

:aj:a~sr -*-i5'
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Mercy' s free, Mercy 's free.

Mercy' s free, Mercy 's free.
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SIGNER ! see the Saviour dying.

On the tree, on the tree
;

To every nation he is crying,

Mercy 's free, mercy 's free !

He bids the guilty now draw near.

Repent, believe, dismiss their fear;

hark, what precious words I hear—
Mercy 's free, mercy 's free !

2. Did Christ when I was sin pursuing,

Pity me, pity me ?

And did he snatch my soul from ruin?

Can it be, can it be?
yes, he did salvation bring.

He is my prophet, priest, and king.

And now my happy soul can sing,

Mercy 's free, mercy 's free !

3. 'T is precious truth, sinner, hear it,

Mercy 's free, mercy's free 1

Ye ministers of God, declare it,

Mercy 's free, mercy 's free !

Visit the heathen's dark abode.

Proclaim to all redeeming love.

And spread this glorious news abroad,
Mercy 's free, mercy 's free !

4. Long as I live, I'll still be crying,

Mercy 's free, mercy 's free !

And this shall be my theme when dying,
Mercy 's free, mercy 's free !

And wiien the vail of death I 've past.

When lodged beyond the stormy blast,

I'll sing while endless ages last,

Mercy '& free, mercy 's free !
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LOVER OF MY SOUL. P. M.

Je - sus, lov - er of my soul, Let me
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roll, While the tem-pest still is high;

Hide me, my Sa-Tior, hide. Till the
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JESUS, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly.

While the nearer waters roll.

While the tempest still is high.

Hide me, 1 my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past

;

Safe into the haven guide,

! receive my soul at last.

2. Other refuge have I none
;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee

:

Leave, ! leave me not alone ;

Still support and comfort me :

All my trust on thee is stay'd
;

All my help from thee I bring

;

Cover my defenceless head

With the shadow of thy wing.

3. Thou, ! Christ, art all I want ;

More than all in thee I find :

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is thy name ;

1 am all unrighteousness
;

False, and full of sin I am
;

Thou art full of truth and grace.

4. Plenteous grace with thee is found,-

Grace to cover all my sin :

Let the healing streams abound
;

Make and keep me pure within.

Thou of life the fountain art ;

Freely let me take of thee :

Spring thou up within my heart

;

Rise to all eternity.
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HERE IS NO REST. P. M.
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Here o'er the earth as a stranger I roam,
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My heart doth leap while I hear Jesus say,

—

I

m
There, there is rest, There is rest.
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HERE o'er the earth as a stranger I roam,
Here is no rest—is no rest

:

Here as a pilgrim I wander alone,

Yet I am blest—I am blest
;

For I look forward to that glorious day,

When sin and sorrow shall vanish away,

My heart doth leap while I hear Jesus say,

There, there is rest—there is rest.

2. Here fierce temptations beset me around,

Here is no rest— is no rest

:

Here I am griev'd while my foes me surround,

Yet I am blest—I am blest

;

Let them revile me, and scoff at my name.
Laugh at my weeping—endeavor to shame :

I will go forward, for this is my theme,

There, there is rest—there is rest.

3. Here are afflictions and trials severe
;

Here is no rest—is no rest;

Here I must part with the friends I hold dear

;

Yet I am blest—I am blest:

Sweet is the promise I read in his word ;

Blessed are they who have died in the Lord ;

They have been calPd to receive their reward
There, there is rest—there is rest.

4. This world of cares is a wilderness state.

Here is no rest—is no rest

:

Here I must bear from the world all its hate^

Yet I am blest—I am blest

:

Soon shall I be from the wicked released,

Soon shall the weary forever be blest.

Soon shall I lean upon Jesus' breast,

There, there is rest—there is rest.
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THE DOOMED MAN.
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2. HYMN. C. M.

THERE is a line, by us unseen,

Whicli crosses every path,

The hidden boundary between
God's patience and his wrath.

2. To pass that hmit is to die ;

To die as if by stealth

—

It does not quench the beaming eye,

Or pale the glow of health.

3. And yet the doomed man's course below,

Like Eden may have bloomed ;

He did not—does not, will not know.
Or feel that he is doomed.

4. He feels—he knows that all is well,

And every fear is calmed
;

He lives—he dies— he wakes in hell-
Not only doomed, but damned.

6. where is this mysterious bourne,

By which our paths are crossed ;

Beyond which God himself hath sworn.
That he who goes is lost ?

6. How far may we go on in sin

;

How long will God forbear ?

Where does hope end ; and where begin
The confines of despair ?

7. An answer from the skies is sent

:

'* Ye that from God depart,

While it is called to-day, repent.

And harden not your heart."
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WELLS. L. M.
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HYMN. L. M.

2. TF pain afflict, or wrongs oppress ;

X If cares distract, or fears dismay ;

If guilt deject ; if sin distress ;

In every case, still watch and pray.

3. 'T is prayer supports the soul that 's weak :

Though thought be broken, language lame,

Pray, if thou canst or canst not speak ;

But pray with faith in Jesus' name.

4. Depend on him ; thou canst not fail

;

Make all thy wants and wishes known ;

Fear not ; his merits must prevail

:

Ask but in faith, it shall be done.

¥E are but young—yet we may sing

The praises of our heavenly King ;

He made the earth, the sea, the sky.

And all the starry worlds on high.

2. We are but young—yet we must die ;

Perhaps our latter end is nigh
;

Lord, may we early seek thy grace.

And find in Christ a hiding place.

3. We are but young—we need a guide
;

Jesus, in thee we would confide
;

O ! lead us in the path of truth.

Protect and bless our helpless youth.
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HYMN. C. M.

OFor a heart to praise my God,
A heart from sin set free

—

A heart that always feels thy blood,

So freely spilt for me :

—

2. A heart resign'd, submissive, meek.
My great Redeemer's throne

;

Where only Christ is heard to speak.

Where Jesus reigns alone.

8. for a lowly, contrite heart,

Believing, true, and clean ;

Which neither life nor death can part

From him that dwells within :

—

4. A heart in every thought renew'd,

And full of love divine
;

Perfect and right, and pure, and good,

A copy, Lord, of thine.

FOREVER here my rest shall be.

Close to thy bleeding side
;

This all my hope and all my plea

—

For me the Saviour died.

2. My dying Saviour and my God,
Fountain for guilt and sin,

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood,

And cleanse and keep me clean.

8. Wash me, and make me thus thine own
;

Wash me, and mine thou art

;

Wash me, but not my feet alone,

—

My hands, my head, my heart.
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HEAVEN IS MY HOME.
Dr. Mason.
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HYMN. P, M.

1 I'm but a stranger here—heaven is my home;
Earth is a desert drear—heaven is my home.
Danger and sorrow stand round me on every hand,
Heaven is my father-land—heaven is my home.

2 What tho' the tempest rage—heaven is my home,
Short is my pilgrimage—heaven is my home.
Time's cold and wintry blast soon will be over past,

I shall reach home at last—heaven is my home.

3 There, at my Savior's side—heaven is my home,
I shall be glorified—heaven is my home.
There are the good and blest, those I loved

most and best,

There too I soon shall rest—heaven is my home.

4 Therefore I murmur not—heaven is my home;
Whate'er my earthly lot—heaven is my home.
For I shall surely stand, safe at my Lord's

right hand,

Heaven is my father-land—heaven is my home.

1 Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee.

E'en though 'tis by the cross I'm raised to thee,

Still all my song shall be, nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee.

2 Though like the wanderer, the sun gone down,
Darkness be over me, my rest a stone,

Yet in my dreams I 'd be nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee.
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HYMN. P. M.

BEHOLD ! a happy, happy band

;

Away, to Sabbath-school;

The shout of joy now fills the laud;

Away, to Sabbath-school.

United in a peaceful band,

We 're join'd in heart, we 're join'd in hand
;

Away to school, away to school,

Away to Sabbath-school.

2. The day is bright, the sky is clear;

Away, to Sabbath-school

;

Let each one in the class appear;

Away, to Sabbath-school

!

*Tis there we learn his holy word,

And find the road that leads to God.
Away, a\vay, away, away, etc.

3. In season let us all be there,

Away, to Sabbath-school

;

That we may join the opening prayer.

Away, to Sabbath-scliool.

There we can raise our hearts to heaven,

And praise the Lord for blessings giv'n.

Away, away, away, away, etc.

4. Let ns remember while at prayer.

When at the Sabbath-school,

Our teachers' kindness and their care,

Toward our Sabbath-school.

We '11 be submissive, good, and kind,

And eveiy rule and order mind.
Away, away, away, away, etc.
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SABBATH MORNING.
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HYMN. P. M.

2. For there we meet each gentle teacher

Without a frown or rod,

And sometimes, too, our dear kind preacher

Who speaks to us of God.

3. But, hest of all, the lowly Saviour

Is where his children meet,

And show, hy quiet, meek hehavior.

They 're sitting at his feet.

4. How sweet, when all are lowly hending.

To ask his blessing there

;

Or when in praise our voices blending,

Thank Him, who hears the prayer

!

5. The blessed Bible then engages

Each youthful heart and eye.

To learn of God's own holy pages

The wisdom from on high.

6. And surely. He who feeds the flowers

With heaven's own morning dew,
Will send on our young hearts the showers

Of heavenly blessing too.

7. Then let us gladly gather round Him,
And love Him while we may.

For they who seek have always found Him,
E'en in their early day.

8. And when life's Sabbaths all are ended, .

We all may meet above,

Where He for us hath now ascended,

Our Father's house of love.
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LOOK TO JESUS.
AEEANGED BT C. CTTKBAB.
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HYMN. P. M.

LOOK to Jesus ! look to Jesus

!

Look to Jesus just now;
Just now look to Jesus,

Look to Jesus just now.

2. He will save you, he will save you,

He will save you just now;
Just now he will save you.

He will save you just now.

3. I believe it, I believe it,

I believe it just now
;

Just now I believe it,

I believe it just now.

4. Trust the Saviour, trust the Saviour,

Trust the Saviour just now ;

Just now trust the Saviour,

Trust the Saviour just now.

5. Jesus saves me, Jesus saves me,
Jesus saves me just now

;

Just now Jesus saves me,
Jesus saves me just now.

6. Give him glory, give him glory.

Give him glory just now ;

Just now give him glory.

Give him glory just now.

7. Hallelujah ! hallelujah !

Hallelujah to the Lamb I

Praise God ! hallelujah !

Hallelujah !—Ameu.
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WE XL STAND THE STORM.
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On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, And
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Canaan's fair and happy land, Where my possessions lie.
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We '11 stand the storm, it wont be long. We'll

an - chor by and by, We '11

stand the storm, it wont be long, We '11 anchor by and by.
W
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HYMN. C. M.

¥E 'LL not forget the Sunday-scliool,

This hallow'd, much-loved place;

Though friends and scenes around us change.

And time flies on apace.

We '11 stand the storm—it won't be long-

We '11 anchor by-and-by.

2. We '11 not forget the Sunday-school,
Where hopes of sin forgiven

Through Him alone, who came to die.

Allure our souls to heaven.

We '11 stand the storm, etc.

3. We '11 not forget the Sunday-school,
Which taught us to beware

Of Satan's foul, deceitful arts,

Our youthful souls t' insnare.

We '11 stand the storm, etc.

4. We '11 not forget the Sunday-school,
Nor friends that here we found,

Who strove to lead us home to God

;

To them our hearts are bound.

We '11 stand the storm, etc.

5. We '11 follow in their footsteps here.

And teach, and sing, and love;

Keep them and us, Lord, in thy fear,

Till we shall meet above

!

We '11 stand the storm, etc.
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ROCK OF AGES.

Rock of A - ges cleft for me, Let me

hide myself in Theel Let the -wa-ter and the
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blood, From thy riven side which flowed, Be of
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sin the double cure, Cleanse me from its guilt and jDOw'r.

2. Could my tears forever flow

—

Could my zeal no languor know

—

These for sin could not atone
;

Thou must save, and thou alone :

In my hand no price I bring
;

Simply to the cross I cling

;

3. While I draw this fleeting breath,

When my eyes shall close in death,

When I rise to worlds unknown.
And behold thee on thy throne

—

Rock of Ages, cleft for me.
Let me hide myself in thee.
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HYMN. P. M.

WITH joyful hearts again we sing

The praises of our iSaviour-King,

And high our voices raise :

We bless the Lord that we were born,

In school to meet each Sabbath morn,

To chant our youthful lays.

2. Another year has rolled around,

And in sweet union here we 're found :

To God the glory give,

For all the means that he hath given,

That we may learn the way to heaven,

And with him ever live.

3. To Sunday-school we love to go.

And while we dwell on earth below.

Our Sunday-school we'll bless.

Dear teachers, too, we love them well,

For they of heavenly tidings tell,

And endless happiness.

4. For us our Saviour shed his blood
;

He feeds our souls with heavenly food ;

He gives us life and breath.

He sends his Spiiit from above,

To draw us with his cords of love.

And save our souls from death.

5. Our Heavenly Father we adore !

His gracious presence we implore

Upon our youthful band.

Oh ! that his word may make us wise.

And lead to bliss beyond the skies,

To dwell at his right hand.
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LONG TIME AGO.
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Jesus died on Calvary's mountain, Long time ago.

Once his voice in tones of pity, Melted in -woe.
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And salvation's rolling fountain, Now freely flows 1

And he wept o'er Judah's city, Long time ago.
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3. On his head the dews of midnight Fell long ago.

Now a crown of dazzling sunlight Sits on hig brow.

4. Jesus died—yet lives forever, No more to die

—

Bleeding Jesus, blessed Savior, Now reigns on high!

6. Now in heaven he 's interceding For dying men,

Soon he '11 finish all his pleading. And come again.

6. Children, let your lights be burning, In hope of heaven,

Waiting for our Lord's returning At dawn or even.

7. When he comes a voice from heaven Shall pierce the tomb,
" ComCj ye blessed of my Father, Children, come home."
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HYMN. P. M.

SHED not a tear o'er your friend's early bier»

When I am gone—I am gone ;

Smile when the slow tolling bell you shall hear,

When I am gone—I am gone.

2' Weep not for me when you stand round my
grave

;

Think who has died his beloved to save

;

Think of the crown all the ransom'd shall have

;

When I am gone—I am gone.

3. Plant ye a t^-ee which may wave over me.
When I am gone—I am gone

;

Sing ye a song when my grave ye shall see.

When I am gone— I am gone.

4. Come at the close of a bright summer's day;
Come when the sun sheds his last ling'ring ray;

Come and rejoice that I thus pass away
;

When I am gone—I am gone.

5. Plant ye a rose that may bloom o'er my bed.

When I am gone—1 am gone
;

Breathe not a sigh for the blest early dead,

When I am gone—I am gone.

6. Praise ye the Lord I am freed from all care ;

Serve ye the Lord that my bliss ye may share

;

Look up on high and believe I am there

;

When I am gone—I am gone.
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ANGELS HOVERING ROUND.
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hov' - ring round,
tid - ings home,
ru - sa - lem.

There are an -gels hov'ring round, There are

To car - ry the tid-ings home, To car-

To the new Je - ru - sa - lem, To the
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an - gels, an - gels hov'ring round.

ry the tid - ings the tidings home.
lew, the new Je - ru - sa - lem.

4. That sinners are coming home,

That sinners are coming home,

That sinners, sinners are coming home.

6. And Jesus bids them come.

And Jesus bids them come

To the new, the new Jerusalem.

6. We are on our journey home,

We are on our journey home,

To the new, the new Jerusalem.
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HYMN. P. M.

TTTE 'RE traveling home to heaven above,

VV Will yon go? Avill yon go?
To sing the Savionr's dying love,

Will yon go? will yon go?
Millions have reach'd the blest abode.

Anointed kings and priests to God

;

And millions more are on the road:

Will you go ? will you go ?

2. We 're going to walk the plains of light.

Where perfect day excludes the night;

Onr sun will there no more go down.
In that blest world of great renown,
Our days of mourning past and gone.

3. We 're going where tears will never flow,

Sorrow and pain no more to know

;

A crown of life Ave there shall Avear,

The conqueror's palms our hands shall bear.

And all the joys of heaven Ave '11 share.

4. ! could I hear some sinner say,

I Avill go ! I Avill go !

I '11 start this moment on the Avay

;

Let me go ! let me go !

My old companions, fare yon well,

I Avill not go with you to hell,

I mean Avith Jesus Christ to dwell;

Let me go ! fare you well

!
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GRATITUDE. L. M
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My God, how end-less is thy love ! )

Thy gifts are ev' - ry evening new;}
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HYMN. L. U.

Y God, liow endless is thy love

!

Thy gifts are every evening new

;

And morning mercies from above.

Gently descend like early dew.

2. I yield myself to thy command ;

To thee devote my nights and days

;

Perpetnal blessings from thy hand.

Demand pei'jDetual songs oi praise

FROM every stormy wind that blows,

From every swelling tide of woes.

There is a calm, a sure retreat

—

'T is found beneath the mercy-seat.

2. There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on our heads;

A place than all besides more sweet

—

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

S. There is a scene where sj)irits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with frien ^

;

Though sunder'd far, by faith they meet.

Around one common mercy-seat.

4. Ah ! whither could we flee for aid.

When tempted, desolate, dismayM?
Or how the hosts of hell defeat,

Had suff'ring saints no mercy-seat?

5. There, there, on eagle's wings, we soar.

And sin and sense molest no more

;

And heaven conies down our souls to greet.

While glory crowns the mercy-seat.
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ROWLEY. P. M.
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HYMN. P. M.

OHOW liappy are they who their Saviour obey,

And have laid up their treasures above
;

Tongue can never express the sweet comfort and
Of a soul in its earliest love. [peace

2. That sweet comfort was mine, when the favor di-

I received through the blood of the Lamb ;
[vine

When my heart first believed, what a joy I re-

What a heaven in Jesus's name ! [ceived

—

3. 'T was a heaven below, my Redeemer to know.
And the angels could do nothing more

Than to fall at his feet, and the story repeat,

And the Lover of sinners adore.

4. Jesus all the day long was my joy and my song;

0, that all his salvation might see ! [died.

He hath loved me, I cried ; he hath suffered and
To redeem even rebels like me.

5. Come away to the skies, my beloved arise.

And rejoice in the day thou wast born
;

On this festival day, come exulting away.
And with singing to Zion return.

6. We have laid up our love, and our treasures

Though our bodies continue below
;

[above.

The redeem'd of the lord, we remember his word.
And with sino-ing to Paradise go.&'

7, In assurance of hope, we to Jesus look up.

Till his banner unfurl'd in the air [he !**

From our graves we shall see, and cry out, "It is

And fly up to acknowledge him there.
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TO DAY THE Saviour calls.

To - day the Sa - Tior calls Ye wand'rers
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2. To-day the Saviour calls !

For refuge fly ;

The storm of vengeance falls,

Ruin is nigli.

3. To-day the Saviour calls!

! listen now :

Within these sacred walls

To Jesus bow.

4. The Spirit calls to-day

!

Yield to his power;
01 grieve him not away,

'Tis mercy's hour.
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HYMN. P. M.

HARK ! ten thousand harps and voices

Sound the note of praise above ;

Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices :

Jesus reigns the God of love.

See, he siis on yonder throne !

Jesus rules the world alone ;

Hallelujah, Amen 1

2. Jesus liail ! whose glory brightens

All above and gives it worth
;

Lord of love, thy smile enlightens,

Cheers and charms thy saints on earth;

When we think of love like thine.

Lord, we own it love divine.

Hallelujah, Amen 1

3. King of glory, reign forever.

Thine an everlasting crown
;

Nothing from thy love shall sever

Those whom thou hast made thine own ;

Happy objects of thy grace.

Chosen to behold thy face.

Hallelujah, Amen I

4. Saviour, hasten thine appearing.

Bring, bring the glorious day.
When the awful summons hearing.

Heaven and earth shall pass away !

Then with golden harps we'll sing.

Glory, glory to our King !

Hallelujah, Amen I
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THE JUDGMENT DAY.
Not too fast.

And ev' ry word say?

2. Yes, every secret of my heart

Shall shortly be made known,

And I receive my ju-st desert

For all that I have done.

8. How careful then ought I to live;

With what religious fear
;

Who such a strict account must give

For my behavior here.

4. If now thou standest at the door,

let me feel thee near;

And make my peace with God, before

1 at thy bar appear.
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HYMN C. M.

COURAGE, ray soul, thy bitter cross.

In every trial here,

Shall bear thee to tliy hearen above,

But shall not enter there.

The sighing ones that humbly seek

In sorrowing paths below,

Shall in eternity rejoice.

Where endless comforts flow.

Soon will the toilsome strife be o'er.

Of sublunary care.

And life's dull vanities no more
This anxious breast ensnare.

Courage, my soul, on God rely
;

Deliv'rance soon will come
;

A thousand ways has Providence
To bring believers home.

HYMN C. M.

MY God, the spring of all ray joys,

Tlie life of my delights.

The glory of my brightest daj'^s.

And comfort of my nights :

In darkest shades, if thou appear,
My dawning is begun :

Thou art my soul's bright morning star,

And thou my rising sun.

The opening heavens around me shine
With beams of sacred bliss.

If Jesus shows his mercy mine.
And whispers, I am his.

My soul would leave this heavy clay
At that transporting word.

Run np with joy tlie shining way.
To see and praise ray Lord.



146

UNIVERSAL REIGX.

Does lii3 sue - cess - ive jour-nejs run;
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His kingdom spread from shore to sliore,
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Till moons shall wax and Avane no more.

2. From North to South the princes meet,

To pay their homage at his feet;

While western empires own their Lord,

And savage tribes attend his woi'd.

8. To him shall endless prayer be made.

And endless praises crown his head;

His name like sweet perfume shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.

4. People and realms of every tongue

Dwell on his love with sweetest song,

And infant voices shall proclaim

Their early blessings on his name.
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HYMN L. M.

I
KNOW that my Redeemer lives

—

What joy the blest assurance gives !

He lives, he lives, who once was dead
;

He lives, my evei^lasting Head.

2. He lives, to bless me with his love
;

He lives, to plead for me above :

He lives, my hungry soul to feed
;

He lives, to help iu time of need.

3. He lives, and grants me dally breath
;

He lives, and I shall conquer death
;

He lives, my mansion to prepare.

He lives, to bring me safely there
;

4. He lives, all glory to his name
;

He lives, my Saviour, still the same
;

What joy the blest assurance gives

—

I know that my Redeemer lives.

HYMN L. M.

JESUS, and shall it ever be,

«j A mortal man ashamed of thee I

Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise,

—

Whose glories shine through endless days.

2. Ashamed of Jesus ;—that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of heaven depend

;

No !—when I blush, be this my shame,—
That I no more revere his name.

3. Ashamed of Jesus !—yes, I may,
Wliun I 've no guilt to wash away :

Tvo tear to wipe, no good to crave,

Ko fears to quell, no soul to save. i

4. Till then—nor is my boasting vain

—

Till then I boast a Saviour slain
;

And O may this my glory be,

—

That Christ is not ashamed of me.
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TURN TO THE LOUT)
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Come, ye sinners, poor and needy, Weak and
D.c. Glory, honor, and salvation, Christ the

wounded, sick and sore

;

Lord has come to reign.

Jesus ready
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seek salva^tion, Soimd the praise of His dear name.
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COME, ye sinners, poor and needy,

Weak and wounded, sick and sore
j

Jesus ready stands to save you,

Full of pity, love, and power.

Chorus.

Turn to the Lord and seek salvation,

Sound the praises of His great Name,
Glory, honor, and salvation,

Christ the Lord has come to reign.

2 ISTow, ye needy, come and welcome;
God's free bounty glorify

;

True belief and true repentance,

—

Every grace that brings you nigh.

Turn to the Lord, etc.

3 Let not conscience make you linger;

Nor of fitness fondly dream

:

All the fitness he requireth

Is to feel your need of him

:

Turn to the Lord, etc.

4 Come, ye weary, heavy-laden,

Bruised and mangled by the fall;

If you tarry till you 're better,

You will never come at all.

Turn to the Lord, etc.

5 Agonizing in the garden.

Your Redeemer prostrate lies
;

On the bloody tree behold him I

Hear him cry, before he die?.

Turn to the Lord, etc.
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BRIDGEWATER. L. M.

1. Come, siimers, to the gos-pel feast, Let

2. Sent by my Lord, on you I call; The

ev' - ry soul be Je - sus' guest;

in - vi - ta - tion is to all;

Ye need not one be left behind, Ye

Come all the world ! come sinner thou ! Come
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need not one be

all the TTorldl come
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sin-ner thou! All
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man-kind.

y now.
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HYMN L. M.

3. Gome, all ye souls by sin oppress'd
Ye restless wand'rers after rest;

Ye poor, and maim'd, and halt, and blind,

In Christ a hearty welcome find.

4. My message as from God receive
;

Ye all may come to Christ and live :

O let his love your hearts constrain,

iS^or suffer him to die in vain.

5. See him set forth before your eyes,

That precious, bleeding sacrifice :

His oiier'd benefits embrace.
And freely now be saved by grace.

HYMN L. M.

OTHAT my load of sin were gone
;

O that I could at last submit
At Jesus' feet to lay it down,

—

To lay my soul at Jesus' feet.

2. Rest for my soul I long to find :

Saviour of all, if mine thou art i

Give me thy meek and lowly mind,,

And stamp thine image on ray heart.

3. Break off the yoke of inbred sin,

And fully set my spirit free
;

T can Jiot rest till pure within,

—

Till I am wholly lost in thee.

1. Fain would I learn of thee, ray God
;

Tliy light and easy burden prove
;

The cross all stain'd with hallow'd blood,''

The labor of thy dying love.

5. I would, but thou must give the power ;

My heart from every sin release
;

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour.

And fill me with thy perfect pence.
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GLORY TO THE LAMB.

My sins are washed away in the blood of the

to the Lamb-! Glo- ry to the Lamb I

2. I hope to gam the skies

Through the blood of the Lamb !

I hope to gain the skies

Througli the blood of the Lamb !

Glory to the Lamb, etc.

3. The martyrs overcame
Through the blood of the Lamb 1

The martyrs overcame
Through the blood of the Lamb I

Glory to the Lamb, etc.

4. I Ve lost the fear of death

Through the blood of the Lamb

!

I *ve lost the fear of death

Through the blood of the Lamb !

Glory to the Lamb, etc.
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HYMN. P. M.

I
WILL never, never leave thee,

I will never thee forsake,

I will guide, and save, and keep thee,

For my name and mercy sake.

Fear no evil, fear no evil.

Only all my counsel take ;

For I '11 never, never leave thee,

I will never thee forsake.

2. When the storm is raging round thee.

Call on me in humble prayer

;

I will fold my arms about thee.

Guard thee with the tend'rest care.

In the trial, in the trial,

I will make thy pathway clear;

For I '11 never, etc.

3. When the sky above is glowing,

And around thee all is bright,

Pleasure, like a river flowing,

All things tending to delight,

I '11 be with thee,

I will guide thy steps aright.

For I '11 never, etc.

4. When thy soul is dark and clouded,

Filled with doubt, and grief, and care,

Thro' the mists by which 'tis shrouded,
I will make a Hght appear,

And the banner

Of my love I will uprear.

For I '11 never, etc.
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TITIIEN the morning light drives awny tlie nfglit,

VV With the sun so bright and full,

And it draws its line near the hour of nine,

I'll away to Sabbath school :

For 'tis there we all ngree,

And with happy hearts and free,

And I love to early be

At the Sal)bath school.

I'll away, away, I'll away, away,
I'll away to Sabbath school.

2. In the class I meet with the friends I greet

At the time of moining prayer
;

And our hearts we raise in a hymn of praise.

For 'tis always pleasant there :

In the Book of holy truth,
' Full of counsel and reproof,

We behold the guide of youth
At the Sabbath school.

I'll away etc.

3. May the dews of grace fill the hallow'd place.

And the sunshine never fail,

While each blooming rose which in memory
Shall a sweet perfume exhale : [grows,

When we mingle here no more,

But have met on Jordan's shore.

We will talk of moments o*er

At the Sabbath school.

I'll away, away, I'll away, away,

ril away to Sabbath school.
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ANTIOCII. C. M.
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Joy to the -world, the Lord is come
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sing. And heav'n and nature sing, And

keav'n, And heav'n and na-ture sing.



157

HYMN. C. M.

JOY to the world,—the Lord is come !

Let earth receive her king
;

Let every heart prepare him room.
And heav'n and nature sing.

2. Joy to the world,—the Saviour reigns.

Let men their songs employ
;

While fields and floods,—rocks, hills and plains

Repeat the sounding joy.

3. No more let sin and sorrow grow.
Nor thorns infest the ground ;

He comes to make His blessings flow

Far as the curse is found.

4. He rules the Avorld with truth and grace,

And makes the nations jDrove

The glories of His righteousness,

And wonders of his love.

HYMN. C. M.

JESUS !—the Name that charms our fears,

That bids our sorrows cease
;

'Tis music in the sinner's ears,

'Tis life, and health, and peace.

He breaks the powers of canceled sin.

He sets the pris'ner free
;

His blood can make the foulest clean

;

His blood availed for me.

He speaks,—and, list'ning to his voice.

New life the dead receive
;

The mournful, broken hearts rejoice
;

The humble poor believe.
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159

2. Tliough from kings I had descended.

And could boast of noblest birth

;

Though my brilliant fame extended
Far and Avide o'er all the earth ;

Though the utmost stores of learning.

All were treasured in my mind

—

From the whole with gladness turning,

Ail my joy in Christ I lind.

3. What is all the wealth of nations ?

What their glitt'ring pomp and pow'r ?

What the most exalted stations?

In the sinners dying hour ?

When the world is fast retreating,

Greatest gains appear but loss :

When the parting breath is fleeting,

Naught can cheer us but the cross,

4. Let me hear my Saviour saying,

"I'll be with thee to the end
;

I will answer thee when praying,

I will prove thy faithful friend ;"

Then though all the world forsake me,
I '11 rejoice in Christ, my Lord

;

Soon from sufferings freed he'll take me
To enjoy a full reward.

5.. When, at last, from earth I 'm shrinking,

When my pulses leebly beat,

When in death's cold ar/iis 1 'm sinking,

Then with joy I '11 still repeat

—

God forbid that I should glory,

Save in Christ the cruciiied ;

Still in death I'll tell the story,

How for sinners Jesus died.
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THAT WILL BE JOYFUL.
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When I can read my title clear, To mansions in the

rU bid farewell to every fear, And wipe my weeping

And wipe my weeping
To meet to part no

eyes,

more.
And
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Wipe my weeping eyes,

Canaan's hap-py shore

I'll bid farewell to

'Tis tliere we'll meet, at
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ev' - ry fear, And wipe my weeping eyes,

Je - SLis feet, We'll meet to part no more.
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Oh, that will be joy-ful, joy - ful, joy - ful,
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Oh that will be joyful, To meet to part no more.
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HYMN. P. M.

THE flay has come, tlie joyful day.

At last the day has come.
And saints and angels joy display.

O'er sinners coming home
;

CHORUS.

They 're coming home, they're coming home.
Behold them coming home.

And saints and angels joy display.

O'er sinners coming home.

2. The saints of God fresh courage take,

Are strong in conquering prayer
;

The hosts of hell with terror shake,

While God displays his power.
They 're coming home, etc.

3. How beautiful on mountains' top.

The herald's feet appear
;

While tidings, blessed tidings drop.

The broken heart to cheer.

They 're coming home, etc.

4. To all the region round about.

The news has swiftly flown,

That sinners, deep in guilt, have sought

And found what others spurn.

They're coming home, etc.

5. Backsliders, too, begin to view
What traitors they have been

;

Confessing, ask, "what shall I do?"
A hell I feel within.

They 're coming home. etc.
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LOVEST TnOU ME V P. M.

Jesus speaks, he speaks to thee,



HYMN. P. M.

DEPTH of mercy ! can there he

Mercy still reserved lor me ?

Can my God his wrath forbear ?

Me, the chief of sinners, spare ?

CHORUS.

God is love ! I know, I feel,

Jesns weeps, and loves me still,

Jesus weeps, he weeps, and loves me still,

2. I have long withstood his grace ;

Long provoked him to his face
;

Would not hearken to his calls ;

Grieved him by a thousand falls.

God is love, etc

3. Now incline me to repent

;

Let me now my sins lament

;

Now my foul revolt deplore,

Weep, believe, and sin no more.
God is love, etc.

4. Kindled his relentings are ;

Me he now delights to spare
;

Cries, how shall I give thee up ?

—

Lets the lifted thunder drop.

God is love, etc.

5. There for me the Saviour stands
;

Shows his wounds, and spreads his hands

;

God is love ! I know, I feel

;

Jesus weeps, and loves me still.

God is love, etc.
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THE DYING BOV.
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I am so ver - y young, mother, yet
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I must shortly die; I feel the chills of
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death, mother, The hour is draw - ing
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nigh When I must bid a - dieu to all The
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wa - ter - fall, And birds with golden wings.
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I
AM so very young, mother,

Yet I must shortly die:

I feel the chills of death, mother

—

The hour is drawing nigh,

When I must bid adieu to all

The bright and lovely things

;

The flowers, the trees, the water-fall,

And birds with golden wings.

You told me of a land, mother.

Where all good children dwell
;

And my dear father's there, mother

—

I 'm sure I '11 know him well.

I '11 tell him you will come there too,

When all your work is o'er

;

And there we will our love renew,

And ne'er be parted more.

do not weep so much, mother,

I 'm not afraid to die

;

My Saviour calls me home, mother.
Far, far beyond the sky.

There is no pain nor sickness there

To mar our happy hours
;

No gloomy nights, no deaths, no care.

No clouds that darkly lower.

My breath is growing short, mother.
And death is very near

;

1 hear sweet music now, mother.

And shining forms appear.

They now are beck'ning me to come
Where they in glory dwell

;

I soon shall have a happier home

—

Now, mother dear, farewell.
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CHILDREN'S PRAISE.

#tt^ 15 4^--7—
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Here we throng to praise the Lord,

Listen now, Listen now, Here we throng to

5;=^:
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praise the Lord AVith our infant lays.

He who once lay in a man - ger,

^ .

Now enthroned, our blest Redeemer, With a Father's

love has said He 'd accept our praise.
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1 Here we throng to praise the Lord,

Listen now, listen now,

Here we throng to praise the Lord,

With our infant lays.

He who once lay in a manger,

Now enthroned our blessed Redeemer,

With a father's love has said

He 'd accept our praise.

2 "Let young children come to me,"

Jesus said, Jesus said

;

*'Let young children come to me,
" And forbid them not,

"For of such," the Savior told them,
" Is composed my heavenly kingdom."
What a rapturous thought it is,

Christ forgets us not

!

3 Let us love, and now adore
;

Love him now, love him now.

Let us love, and now adore,

In our youthful strength.

Let us never grieve our Savior,

Who hath died to win us favor.

Ah ! this thought should melt our hearts,

Children's hearts can melt.

4 But we '11 have a joyous song,

Joyous song, joyous song
;

But we '11 have a joyous song
For our jubilee.

Jesus lives and reigns forever

;

This will make us joyous ever.

Savior, hear this praise to thee.

Who remembered me.
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GOOD NEWS.
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brethren, will you meet me, 0,
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brethren, -will you meet me, 0,
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brethren, will you meet me, I'm on my way.
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Chorus—Good news gone to Ca - na - an, Good
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news gone to Ca - na - an, Good
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news gone to Ca - na - an, I 'm on my way.
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HYMN. P. M.

WITH joy again, kind friends, we meet yon.
Once again our songs we sing

;

This happy night we gladly greet you,

Grateful hearts their tribute bring.

CHORUS.

We come, we come.

We come with songs to greet you

;

We come, we come.

We come, we come again.

2. Time has sped since last you hearkened
To our notes of youthful praise,

Yet our joys have not been darkened
By the noiseless flight of days.

We come, we come, etc.

3. But now again we meet in gladness,

To wipe the tear from every eye;

Come ! banish from the heart all sadness,

Nor let a sorrow cause a sigh.

We come, we come, etc.

4. We once again give you our greeting,

While we welcome those we love,

Hoping for a happier meeting

In our Father's house above.

We come, we come, etc.
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THE MOUNTAIN OF LIFE.
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There's a land far away, 'mid the stars, we are

AVhere the pure waters wander through valleys of
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HYMN. P. M.

1 There's a land far away 'mid the stars we are told,

Where they know not the sorrows of time;

Where the pure waters wander through valleys

of gold,

And life is a treasure sublime.

'TisthelandofourGod/tis the home of the soul,

Where the ages in splendor eternally roll

;

Where the way-weary traveler reaches his goal,

On the ever-green mountain of life.

2 Our gaze can not soar to that beautiful land,

But our visions have told of its bliss,

And our souls by the gales from its gardens are

fanned,

When we faint in the desert of this.

And we sometimes have longed for its holy repose,

When our spirits were torn with temptations and
woes,

And we 've drank from the tide of the river that

flows

From the ever-green mountain of life.

3 the stars never tread the blue heaven at night,

But we think where the ransomed have trod;

And the sun never shines from his palace of light,

But we feel the bright smile of our God.
We are traveling home through changes and

gloom,

To a kingdom where pleasures unceasingly bloom.
And our guide is the glory that shines through

the' tomb,

From the ever-green mountain of life.
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STAND UP FOR JESUS.
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nations U - nit-ed thus may stand.
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HYMN. P. M.

STAND up !—stand np for Jesus
Ye soldiers of the cross ;

Lift high his royal banner,

It must not suffer loss :

2. From victory unto victory

His army shall be led,

Till every foe is vanquished,

And Christ is Lord indeed.

3. Stand up !—stand up for Jesus !

The trumpet call obey
;

Forth to the mighty conflict.

In this his glorious day :

4. "Ye that are men, now serve him,"
Against unnumbered foes

;

Your courage I'ise with danger,

And strength to strength oppose.

5. Stand up !—stand up for Jesus !

The strife will not be long
;

This da}' the noise of battle,

The next the victor's song :

6. To him that overcometh,

A crown of life shall be
;

He with the King of Glory

Shall reign eternally.



174

PILGRIMS' SONG.
Hexry Wells.

e
1. Wliith-er, pilgrims, are you going, Each with staff in hand

-+-^HV-^==1-^r tj.

0-
#"#-

-^
-1^- ^

Wo are going on a journey, At the King's command
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We are go his pal - ace,
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We are going to his palace in the better land.
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WHITHER pilgrims are you going.

Each with staff in hand ?

We are going on a journey,

At the king'^s command ;

Over plains, and hills, and valleys,

We are going to his palace.

We are going to his palace.

In the better land.

2. Fear ye not the way so lonely.

You, a feeble band ?

No, for friends unseen are near us.

Angels round us stand ;

Christ, our leader, walks beside us.

He will guard, and He will guide us,

He will guard, and He will guide us.

To the better land.

3. Tell me, pilgrims, what you hope for.

In the better land ?

Spotless robes and crowns of glory.

From a Saviour's hand
;

We shall drink of life's clear river.

We shall dwell with God forever,

We shall dwell with God forever,

In the better land.

4. Will you let me travel with you
To the better land ?

Come away, we bid you welcome
To our little band.

Come, O come ! we can not leave you,

Christ is waiting to receive you,

Christ is waiting to receive you,

In the better land.
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THE TRAVELER. P. M.

g^Si
I 'm a lonely trav'ler here, weary, opprest

;

But my journey's end is near, soon I shall rest

;

m^^^
Dark and dreary is the way, toiling I 've come,

Ask me not with you to stay, yonder 's my home.

2. I 'm a weary traveler here, I must go on,

For my journey's end is near, I must be gone;

Brighter joys than earth can give win me away,

Pleasures that forever live, I can not stay.

3. I 'm a traveler to a land where all is fair.

Where is seen no broken band, saints all are there,

Where no tear shall ever fall, nor hearts be sad,

Where the glory is for all, and all are glad.

4. I'm a traveler, and I go where all is fail',

Farewell all I 've loved below, I must be there;

Worldly honors, hope and gain, all, I resign.

Welcome sorrow, grief, and pain, if heaven be mine.
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WHAT to me nre earth's pleasufes, and what
its flowing tears,

What are all the .sorrows I deplore !

There's a song ever swelling, still lingers on my
Oh ! sorrow shall come again no more. [ears,

CHORUS.

'T is a song from the home of the weary,

Sorow—sorrow is forever o'er,

Happy now, ever happy on Canaan's peaceful

Oh ! sorrow shall come again no more. [shore,

2. I seek not earthly pleasures or mingle with the

I covet not this world's gilded store, [g'V»
There are voices now calling from the bright

realms of day;

Oh ! sorrow shall come again no more.
'T is a song, etc.

o. Though here I'm sad and drooping, and weep
my life away,

With a low heart still clinging to the shore.

Yet I hear happy voices which ever seem to cay.

Oh ! sorrow shall come again no more.
'T is a song, etc.

4. 'T is a note that is wafted across the troubled
wave

;

'T is a song that I've heard upon the shore

;

'Tis a sweet thrilling murmur around the Chris-
tian grave

;

Oh ! sorrow shall come again no more.
'T is a song, etc.
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ROCKINGHAM, L. M.
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HYMN. P. M.

LORD, how secure and blest are they

Who feel the joys of pardoned sin
;

Should storms of wrath shake earth and sea,

Their minds have heaven and peace within.

2. The day glides SAveetly o'er their heads,

Made up of innocence and love
.

And soft, and silent as the shades.

Their nightly minutes gently move.

3. Quick as their thoughts, their joys come on.

But fly not half so swift away
;

Their souls are ever bright as noon,

And calm as summer evening's be.

4. How oft they look to th' heavenly hills.

Where groves of living pleasure's grow
;

And longing hopes, and cheerful smiles,

Sit undisturbed upon their brow.

5. They scorn to seek earth's golden toys,

But spend the day, and share the night,

In numb'ring o'er the richer joys

That Heaven prepares for their delight.

T THIRST, thou wounded Lamb of God,
_L To wash me in thy cleansing blood ;

To dwell within thy wounds ; then pain
Is sweet, and life or death is gain.

2. Take my poor heart, and let it be

Forever closed to all but thee :

Seal thou my breast, and let me wear
That pledge of love forever there.
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THE LORD'S PRAYER. P. M.
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1. Our Father in heaven we hallow thy
2. Forgive our transgressions and teach us to
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name, Thy kingdom, all ho - h', on
know, That humble com-pas-sion, that
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earth be the same
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par - dons each foe
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is from thy bounty that all must be fed, It

thine be the glo-ry, for - ev-er, A-men, And
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is from thy bounty that all must be fed.

thine be the glo-ry, for - ev - er, A - mcu.
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HYMN. P. M.

Y rest is in heaven—my home is not here.

Then why should I murmur when trials

appear?
Be hushed, my sad spirit, the worst that can come
But shortens thy journey and hastens thee home.

2. A pilgrim and stranger, I seek not my bliss.

Nor lay up my treasures in regions like this

;

I look for a mansion which hands have not piled;

I long for a city by sin undefiled.

3. Though foes and afflictions my progress oppose.

They only make heaven more sweet at the close ;

Come joy or come sorrow, the worst may befall.

One moment in glory makes up for them all.

4. The thorn and the thistle around rfie may grow,
I would not repose me on roses below

;

I ask not my portion—I seek not my rest.

Till seated with Jesus, I lean on his breast.

5. No scrip for my journey—no staff in my hand,
A pilgrim impatient, I press to that land

;

The path may be rugged, it can not be long

—

With hope I '11 beguile it, and cheer it with song.

WHAT seraph-like music steals over the sea.

Entrancing the senses with charmed melody ?

'T is the song of the angels, borne soft on the air

;

'T is for me they are singing, my welcome I hear.

2. At Jor lan's lone river I eagerly stand,

And stretch forth my hands to yon beautiful land

;

Send a convoy of angels, dear Saviour, I pray !

Let me join their sweet music : away, 0, away !
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HYMN. P. M.

Y heavenly home is bright and fair;

Nor pain nor death can enter there
;

Its glittering towers the sun outshine;

That heavenly mansion shall be mine.
I'm going home, I'm going home,

1 'm going home to die no more.
To die no more, to die no more,

I 'm going home to die no more.

2. My Father's house is built on high.

Far, far above the starry sky
;

When from this earthly prison free.

That heavenly mansion mine shall be.

I'm going home, etc.

3. While here, a stranger far from home.
Affliction's waves may round me foam

;

And, though like Lazarus, sick and poor.

My heavenly mansion is secure.

I 'm going home, etc.

4. Let others seek a home below.

Which flames devour, or waves o'erflow

Be mine a happier lot to own
A heavenly mansion near the throne.

I 'm going home, etc.

5. Then fail this earth, let stars decline.

And sun and moon refuse to shine.

All nature sink and cease to be.

That heavenly mansion stands for me.
I'm going home, etc.
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HYIVIN. P. M.

HOME at last ! home at last

!

From an earthly shore
;

For 0, I've joined the ransomed ones,

Who passed on long before.

2. Here each tear is wiped away
By God, the Holy One ;

There's naught but songs of joy and praise

Round the Eternal's throne.

3. The pure in heart ! the pure in heart

!

Robed in spotless white,

Are here with starry crowns of joy.

All gloriously bright.

4. Some I loved so long ago,

Who left me sad and lone,

I meet among the heavenly host,

Within our Father's home.

5. Safe at home ! safe at home !

0, let the echo go.

To soothe the hearts that mourn me yet,

In that first home below.

6. His dear arms are round me now
Who was for sinners slain

;

Through him I 've won eternal life ;

For me to die was gain.

7. Safe at home ! safe at home !

From an eai'thly shore
;

I '11 bless and praise thee, my God,
Forever, evermore.
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HYMN. C. M.

ALAS ! and did my Saviour bleed?
And did my Sov'reign die?

Wonld he devote that sacred liead

For such a worm as I ?

I will believe, I do believe

That Jesus died for me
;

And the streams of salvation

Are copious and free.

2. Was it for crimes that I have done.

He groan'd upon the tree?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree !

I will believe, I do believe, etc.

3. Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in.

When Christ, the mighty Maker, died

For man, the creature's sin.

I will believe, I do believe, etc.

4. Thus might I hide my blushing face

While his dear cross appears

;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt mine eyes to tears.

I will believe, I do believe, etc.

5. But drops of grief can ne'er repay

The debt of love I owe

;

Here, Lord, I give myself away

—

'Tis all that I can do.

I will believe^ I do belieye, etc.
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HYMN. C. M.

HOW happv every child of grace

Who knows his sins foi'given !

This earth, he cries, is not my place

—

I seek my place in heaven.

We '11 stand the storm, it won't be long,

We '11 anchor by-and-by

—

We '11 stand the storm, it won't be long,

We '11 anchor by-and-by.

2. A country far from mortal sight.

Yet, ! by faith I see

The land of rest, the saints' delight,

—

The heaven prepared for me.

3. what a blessed hope is ours

!

While here on earth we stay

;

We more than taste the heavenly powers,
And ante-date that day.

4. We feel the resurrection near

—

Our life in Christ conceal'd

;

And with his glorious presence here

Our earthen vessels hll'd.

5. would he more of heaven bestow

!

And when the vessels break.

Let our triumphant spirits go
To grasp the God we seek.

6. In rapturous awe on him to gaze.

Who bought the sight for me ;

And shout and wonder at his grace

To all eternity.
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HYMN. P. M.

THE pearl the worldlings covet.

Is not the pearl lor me;
Its beauty lades as quickly

As sunshine on the sea

;

But there 's a peail sought by the wise

'Tis called the pearl of greatest price,

Thongli few its value see.

O that 's the j3earl for me, etc.

2. The crown that decks the monarch
Is not the crown for me

;

It dazzles but a moment,
Its brightness soon will flee

;

But there 's a crown prepared above.

For all who walk in humble love;

Forever bright 't will be.

3. The road that many travel

Is not the road for me

;

It leads to death and sorrow.

In it I would not be

;

But there 's a road that leads to God,
'T is marked by Christ's most precious llood,

The passage there is free.

4. The hope that sinners cherish

Is not the hope for me

;

Most surely they will perish,

Unless from sin made free

;

But there 's a hope which rests in God,
And leads the soul to keep his word,

And sinful pleasures flee.
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E have heard of that bright, that holy land,

We have heard and our hearts are glad.

For we are a lonely pilgrim band
;

We are weary, and worn, and sad.

They tell us that pilgrims have a dwelling there,

No more are they homeless ones,

And they say that the goodly land is fair,

Where the fountain of life ever runs

CHORUS.

We'll be there, we'll be there in a little while.

And we'll join with the pure and the blest,

We'll all have the palms, the robes, the crowns.

And we'll be forever at rest.

2. We have heard of the palms, the robes, the

Of that silvery band in white, [crowns.

Of the city fair with its golden gates

All radiant with heavenly light.

We have heard of the angels there, and saints

With their golden harps, how they sing,

And the mount, with the fruitful tree of life.

And the leaves that healing bring.

3. There are beautiful birds in the bowers green,

Their songs are blythe and sweet,

Their warbling gushing ever new.
The angel harpers greet.

We'll be there, we'll be there in a. little while.

And we'll join with the pure and blest

;

We'll all have the palms, the robes, the crowns.
And we'll be forever at rest.
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AN alien from God, and a stranger to grace,

I wander'd through earth, its gay pleasures to

trace.

In the patnway of sin I continued to roam,
Unmindful, alas ! that it led me from home.

Home ! home ! sweet, sweet home

!

Prepare me dear Saviour for heaven my home !

2. The pleasures of earth I have seen fade away.
They bloom for a season, but soon they decay

;

But pleasures more lasting in Jesus are giv'n,

Salvation on earth, and a mansion in heav'n.

3. Allure me no longer, ye false glowing charms

,

The Saviour invites me, I 'II go to his arms !

At the banquet of mercy I hear there is room,
there may I feast with his children at home

!

4. Farewell, vain amusements ! my follies, adieu !

While Jesus and heaven, and glory I view

;

1 feast on the pleasures that flow from his throne.

The foretaste of heaven, sweet heaven, my home.

5. The days of my exile are passing away

;

The time is approaching when Jesus will say,

"Well done, faithful servant, sit down on my
throne.

And dwell in my presence forever at home."

o. Affliction and sorrow, and death shall be o'er.

The saints shall unite to be parted no more.

There loud hallelujahs fill heaven's high dome.
They dwell with the Saviour forever at home.
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THERE is a spot to me more dear

Than native vale or mountain,

A spot for which atfection's tear

Springs grateful from its fountain
;

Tis not where kindred souls abound.
Though that is almost heaven

;

But where I first my Saviour found,

And felt my sins forgiven.

2. Hard was my toil to reach the shore,

Long tossed upon the ocean
;

Above me was the thunder's roar.

Beneath the waves commotion.

Darkly the pall of night was throwu
Around me, feint with terror;

In that dark hour how did my groan
Ascend for years of error.

3. Sinking and panting as for breath,

I knew not help was near me
;

I cried, save me, Lord, from death,

Immortal Jesus, save me !

Then, quick as thought, I felt him mine.
My Saviour stood before me ;

I saw his brightness round me shine,

And shouted, GhMy, glory !

4. sacred hour ! hallowed spot

!

Where love divine first found me ;

Wherever falls my distant lot.

My heart will linger round thee.

And when from earth I rise to soar

Up to my home in heaven,

Down will I cast my eyes once more,
Where I was first forgiven.
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SING, sing the song of gladness ;

Joy becomes the happy scene
;

See tlie earth her wintry sadness

Wears no more, but robes of green.

2. Sing his mercy that doth keep us

While our years are flitting by
;

Pouring all its richest treasures,

Guarding with a father's eye

—

3. Sing his love, all love surpassing !

How his only Son he gave
On the cruel cross to suffer,

From its doom the soul to save.

4. Brightly now our waving banners
Float upon the gentle breeze

;

While the tide of glad hosannas

Pours its choral melodies.

5. Countless as the stars of heaven.

Richer far than golden store.

Are the blessings he has given,

Freely as the summer shower.

6. Children, will you hear the story,

And refuse his pard'ning love ?

Come ! come and share his glory

In the worlds of light above.

/. Sing. sing, his praises bringing.

While the rinii'ino- skies resound ;

Rocks and hills, and tower and dwelling.

Send the swellinof chorus round.
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I
HAVE a heavenly chartered bank.

Of more than golden store
;

No earthly bank is half as rich

—

How then can I be poor ?

2. Sometimes my Banker smiling- says,

"Why don't you oftener come f

And when you draw a little check,

Why not a larger one ?

3. Your bank is full of current notes,

All signed with blood, and free ;

Though many a doubting 'Thomas' says.

There is not one for me.

4. We read of one young man, indeed.

Whose riches did abound,

But in our Banker's book of grace.

His name was never found.

6. The "leper" had a little check,

"Lord, if Thou wilt. Thou can."

Our Banker cashed the little check,

And healed the sickly man.

6. We see the wretched, dying thief

Hang by the Banker's side
;

He cried, " Dear Lord, remember me ;"
He drew his cash and died.

7. Should all the banks of earth suspend,

The " mints " their funds withhold,

Bring in your checks to " Ziun's Bank, "

They'll be redeemed with 2old !
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THE morning star of hope and love,

Shines brightly in the vaulted sky.

To guide the wearj^ traveler liome,

Where pleasures never die.

CHORUS.

Then weep no more there yet is hght,

Though darkness for a while may stay,

Tlie morning star that shines so bright.

Shall chase the night away.

2. Poor pilgrim, lift in hope thy head,

'Tis Christ, the bright and morning star.

Upon thy path his hght is shed,

And shows thee heaven afar.

Then weep no more, etc.

3. That beaming star is shining still

Upon life's dark and troubled sea,

To quell the storm, to calm the deep,

And speak in peace to thee.

Then weep no more, etc.

4. Then hope again whate'er betide,

A pledge is given that storms shall cease
;

Your fragile bark he*ll surely guide

Into the port of peace.

Then weep no more, etc.

6. And when the storm of hfe is past.

That star will settle o'er thy tomb
To watch the till the trumpet's blast

Shall call thee to thy home.
Then weep no more, etc.
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MY latest sun is sinking fast,

My I'ace is nearly run

;

My strongest trials now are past,

My triumph is begun.

come angel band, around me stand,

I come, behold I come ;

O bear me away on your snowy wings.

To my own immortal home.
To my own immortal home.

2. I know I'm nearing the holy ranks
Of friends and kindred dear,

For I brush the dews on Jordan's banks.

The crossing must be near.

come angel band, around me stand,

I come, behold I come, etc.

3. I've almost gained my heavenly home,
My spirit loudly sings ;

The holy ones, behold, they come !

I hear the noise of wings.

O come angel band, around me stand,

I come, behold I come, etc.

4. 0, bear my longing heart to Him
Who bled and died for me

;

Whose blood now cleanses from all sin.

And gives me victory.

O come angel band, around me stand,

I come, behold I come, etc.
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JUST as I am, without one plea,

But that thy blood was shed for me.
And that thou bidd'st me come to thee,

O Lamb of God ! I come ! I come !

2. Just as I am, and waiting not

To cleanse my soul of one dark blot.

To thee, whose blood can wash each spot,

O Lamb of God ! I come ! I come !

3. Just as I am, though tossed about,

With many a conflict, many a doubt,

Fie'htino's within, and fears without,

Lamb of God ! I come ! I come 1

4. Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind

—

Sight, riches, healing of the mind.

Yea, all I need, in thee to find,

Lamb of God ! I come ! I come I

5. Just as I am, thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve.

Because thy promise I believe,

Lamb of God ! I come ! I come !

6. Just as I am, thy love, I own
Has broken every barrier down ;

Now to be thine, and thine alone,

Lamb of God ! I come ! I come 1
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¥E 'RE marcliing to the promised land,

A land all fair and briglit

;

Come, join our happy, youthful band,

And seek the plains of light.

CHORUS.

! come and join our youthful band,

Our songs and triumphs share

;

We soon will reach the promised land.

And rest forever there.

2. The Saviour feeds his little flock.

His grace is freely given

;

The living waters from the rock,

And daily bread from heaven.

! come and join, etc.

3. In that bright land no sin is found.

But all are happy there;

And youthful voices there shall join.

With the angelic choir.

! come and join, etc.

4. Our teachers kind, do point the way,
And guide our feet aright.

To those bright realms of endless day.

Where Jesus is the light.

! come and join, etc.
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IF I in thy likeness, oh Lord may awake,
And shine a pure image of thee,

Then I shall be satisfied when I can break,

The fetters of flesh, and be free.

2. I know this stained tablet mnst first be washed
To let thy bright features be drawn, [white,

I know I must suffer the darkness of night.

To welcome the coming of dawn.

3. But I shall be satisfied when I can cast,

The shadows of nature all by,

When this cold dreary world from my visions

To let the soul open her eye. [has past,

4. I gladly shall feel the blest morn drawing near,

Wlien time's dreamy fancy shall fade,

If then in thy likeness, I may but appear.

And rise in thy beauty arrayed.

5. To see thee in glory, oh Lord as thou art,

From this mortal perishing clay.

The spirit immortal in peace wouhl depart.

And joyous mount up her bright way.

6. When on thine image, in me thou hast smiled.

Within thy blest mansions, and when
The arms of my Father encircle his child.

Oh, I shall be satisfied then.
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HAVE you heard, have you heard of that sun-

bright clime,

Undimm'd by sorrow, unhurt by time;

Where age hath no power o'er the fadeless frame,

Where the eye is fire, and the heart is flame

—

Have you heard of that sun-bright clime ?

2. A river of water gushes there,

Mid flowers of beauty strangely fair,

And a thousand wings are hovering o'er

The dazzling wave and the golden shore.

That are seen in that sun-bright clime.

3. Millions of forms all cloth'd in light,

In garments of beauty, clear and white

—

They dwell in their own immortal bowers,
'Mid fadeless hues of countless flowers

That bloom in that sun-bright clime.

4. Ear hath not heard, and eye hath not seen.

Their swelling songs and their changless sheen

;

Their ensigns are waving, their banners unfurl'd

O'er jaspar walls and gates of pearl,

That are fix'd in that sun-light clime.

5. But far, far away is that sinless clime,

Undimm'd by sorrow, unhurt by time;
Where, 'mid ev'ry thing that 's fair, is given
The home of the just—and its name is Heaven,
The name of that sun-bright clime.
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THEEE is a land of pure delight,

Where saints immo]-tal reign

;

Infinite day excludes the night,

And j)leasures banish pain.

CHORUS.

We 're marching through Immanuel's ground.
We soon shall hear the trumpet sound,

And then with Jesus we shall meet.

And never, never part again,

What ! never part again ?

No ! never part again !

But then we shall each other greet.

And never part again.

2. There everlasting spring abides.

And never with' ring flowers
;

Death, like a narrow sea, divides

That heavenly land from ours.

We 're marching through, etc.

3. Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood

Stand dress'd in living green ;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan roll'd between.

We 're marching through, etc.

4. Could we but climb where Moses stood,

And view the landscape o'er,

Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood

Should fright us from the shore.

We 're marching through, etc.
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OSING to me of Heaven,
When I am called to die:

Sing songs of holy ecstasy.

To waft my soul on high.

CHORUS.

There '11 be no sorrow there,

There '11 be no sorrow there
;

In heaven above where all is love.

There '11 be no sorrow there.

2. When cold and sluggish drops
Roll off my marble brow.

Break forth in strains of joyfulness,

Let heaven begin below.

There'll be no sorrow there, etc.

3. Then to my 'raptur'd ear,

Let one sweet song be given

;

Let music charm me last on earth.

And greet me first in heaven.

There '11 be no sorrow there, etc.

4. Then close my sightless eyes.

And lay me down to rest ;

And clasped my cold and icy hands
Upon my peaceful breast.

There '11 be no sorrow there, etc.

5. Then, round my senseless clay.

Assemble those I love,

And sing of heaven, delightful heaven.

My glorious home above.

There'll be no sorrow there, etc.
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THOUGH in the outward church below,
The wheat and tares together grow,

Jesus ere long will reap the crop,

And burn the tares in anger up

:

For soon the reaping time will come,
And angels shout the harvest home.

2. Will it relieve their horrors there,

To recollect their stations here,

—

How much they heard, how much they knew ?

How much among the wheat they grew ?

No, soon the reaping time, etc.

8. Oh, this will aggravate their case

;

They perish'd under means of grace !

To them the word of life and faith

Become an instrument of death.

And soon the reaping time, etc.

4. But though they grew so tall and strong.

His plan will not require them long

;

In harvest, when he saves his own.
The tares shall into hell be thrown

!

For soon the reaping time, etc.

5. We seem alike when thus we meet

—

Strangers might think we all were wheat;
But to the Lord's all-searching eyes.

Each heart appears without disguise.

And soon the reaping time, etc.

6. Most awful thought ! and is it so ?

Must all mankind the harvest know ?

Is ev'ry man a wheat, or tare ?

Me for that harvest, Lord, prepare

:

For soon the reaping time, etc.
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SISTER, thou wast mild and lovely,

Gentle as the summer breeze,

Pleasant as the air of evening

When it floats among the trees.

Peacefnl be thy silent slumbei-,

Peaceful in the grave so low
;

Thou no more wilt join our number,
Thou no more our songs shall know.

Dearest sister, thou hast left us !

Here thy loss we deeply feel

;

But 'tis God that hath bereft us

—

He can all our sorrow heal.

Yet again we hope to meet thee.

When the day of life has fled

;

Then, in heaven, with joy to greet thee.

Where no farewell tear is shed.

HARK ! the Sabbath bells are ringing

!

Let us haste without delay

;

Prayers of thousands now are winging
Up to heaven their silent way.

'T is an hour of happy meeting

—

We have met for praise and prayer;

But the hour is short and fleeting,

Let us then be early there.

Do not keep our teachers waiting,

While you tarry by the way.

Nor disturb the school reciting

;

'T is the holy Sabbath day.
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HOW firm a foundation, ye saints of tlie Lord,

Is laid for j^oiir faith in his excellent word !

What more can he say than to you he hath said.

You who unto Jesus for refuge have fled ?

2. In every condition, in sickness, in health,

In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth.

At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea,

As thy days may demand, shall thy strength ever be.

3. Fear not, I am with thee— ! be not dismay'd,

For I am thy God, and will still give thee aid ;

I '11 strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to

stand.

Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.

4. When thro' the deep waters I call thee to go.

The river of woe shall not thee o'erflow
;

For I will be with thee, thy troubles to bless.

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

5. When thro' fiery trials thy pathway shall lie,

My grace all-sufficient shall be thy supply
;

The flame shall not hurt thee, I only design

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine.

6. E'en down to old age all my people shall prove

My sov'reign, eternal, unchangeable love
;

And when hoary hairs shall their temples adorn.

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne.

7. The soul that on Jesus doth lean for repose,

I will not, I will not desert to his foes
;

That soul, tho' all hell should endeavor to shake,

I'll never—no, never—no, never forsake.
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LET me go, the day is breaking,

Dear companions, let me go:

We have spent a night of waking

In the wilderness below:

Upward now I bend my way,

Part we hear at break of day.

2. Let me go, I may not tarry,

Wrestling thus with doubts and fears:

Angels wait my soul to carry

Where my risen Lord appears :

Friends and kindred, weep not so,

If you love me, let me go.

3. We have travePd long together.

Hand in hand and heart in heart,

Both through fair and stormy weather.

And 'tis hard—'tis hard to part:

While I sing, "Farewell" to you :

Answer, one and all, "Adieu."

4. 'Tis not darkness gathering round me
That withdraws me from your sight:

Walls of earth no more can bound me.

But, translated into light,
^

Like the lark on mounting wing,

Though unseen, you hear me sing.

6. Heaven's broad day hath o'er me broken,

Far beyond earth's span of sky

:

Am I dead ? Kay, by this token,

Know that I have ceased to die:

Would you solve the mystery ?

Came up hither—come and see.
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The Eden of Lorn.

HOW sweet to reflect on tnose joys that await me,
In yon blissful region, the haven of rest.

Where glorified spirits with welcome shall greet

me,
And lead me to mansions prepar'd for the blest;

Encircled with light, and with glory enshrouded,

My happiness perfect, my mind's sky unclouded,

I'll bathe in the ocean of pleasure unbounded.
And range with delight thro' the Eden of love.

2 While angelic legions, with harps tun'd celestial.

Harmoniously join in the concert of praise
;

The saints as they flock from the regions terrestrial

In loud hallelujahs their voices shall raise

;

Their sono-s to the Lamb shall re-echo through
heaven,

My soul shall respond, to Emmanual be given.

All glory, all honor, all might, all dominion,

Who brought us through grace to the Eden of

love.

3 Then, hail blessed state! hail ye songsters of glory!

Ye harpers of bliss, soon I'll meet you above ;

And join your full choir in rehearsing the story.

Salvation from sorrow through Jesus' love
;

Though prison'd in clay, yet by anticipation.

Already my soul feels a sweet prelibation

Of joys that await me when freed from probation

;

My heart's now in heaven, the Eden of love.
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I
HAVE a Father in tlie promised land,

I have a Fatlier in the promised land.

My Father calls me, I must go,

To meet him in the promised land.

CHORUS.

I'll away, I'll away, to the promised land,

I'll away, I'll away, to the promised land,

My Father calls me, I must go,

To meet him in the promised land.

2. 1 have a Saviour in the promised land,

I have a Saviour in the promised land.

My Saviour calls me, I must go,

To meet him in the promised land.

I'll away, I'll away, etc.

3. I have a crown in the promised land,

I have a crown in the promised land.

When Jesus calls me, I must go.

To wear it in the promised land.

I '11 away, I '11 away, etc.

4. 1 hope to meet you in the promised land,

I hope to meet you in the promised land.

At Jesus' feet, a joyous band ;

We '11 praise him in the promised land.

We'll away, we'll away, etc.
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MY faith looks up to thee,

Thou Lamb of Calvary.

Saviour divine,

Now hear me while I pray;

Take all my guilt away;
let me from this day
Be wholly thine.

2. May thy rich grace impart

Strength to my feinting heart;

My zeal inspire
;

As thou hast died for me,
O may my love to thee.

Pure, warm, and changeless be

—

A living fire.

3. While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,

Be thou my Guide
;

Bid darkness turn to day;

Wipe sorrow's tears away,

Nor let me ever stray

From thee aside.

4. When ends life's transient dream ;

When death's cold, sullen stream

Shall o'er me roll

;

Blest Saviour, then, in love,

Fear and distress remove :

bear me safe above,

—

A ransom'd soul.
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JESUS ! thy love shall we forget.

And never bring to mind
The grace that paid our hopeless debt.

And bade us pardon find ?

Chorus—Our sorrows and our sins were laid

On thee—alone on thee ;

Thy precious blood our ransom paid.

Thine all the glory be.

2. Shall we thy life of grief forget,

Thy fastings and thy prayer

;

Thy locks with mountain vapors wet.

To save us from despair ?

Our sorrows, etc.

3. Gethsemane, can we forget,

Thy struggling agony,

When night Jay dark on Olivet,

And none to watch with thee ?

Our sorrows, etc.

4. The nails—the spear—can we forget.

The agonizing cry :

** My God ! my Father ! wilt thou let

Thy Son, forsaken die ?
"

Our sorrow, etc.

5. Life's brightest joys we may forget.

Our kindred cease to love
;

But he who paid our hopeless debt.

Our constancy shall prove.

Our sorrows, etc.
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ITH joy we meet,

With smiles we greet.

Our schoolmates bright and gay ;

Be dry each tear

Of sorrow here

—

'Tis Independence Day

2. 'Tis freedom's sound
That rings around.

And brightens every ray ;

Our banner floats.

With trumpet notes.

On Independence Day.

3. While thunder breaks.

And music wakes
Its patriotic lay,

At temple -gate

Our feet shall wait

On Independence Day.

4. 0, who from home
Would fail to come

And join the children's lay.

When praise we bring

To God, our King,

On Independence day !

5. For liberty.

Great God, to Thee
Our grateful thanks we pay ;

For thanks, we know,
To Thee we owe,

On Independence Day.
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¥E were crowded in the cabin,

Not a soul would dare to sleep;

It was midnight on the waters,

And a storm was on the deep.

'Tis a fearful thing in winter,

To be shattered in the blast,

And to hear the trumpet thunder,
" Cut away the mast !

"

2. We shuddered there in silence^

For the stoutest held his breath
;

While the hungry sea was roaring,

And the breakers talked with death.

Sad, thus we sat in silence,

And busy with their prayers;
** We are lost !

" the captain shouted.

As he staggered down the stairs.

3. But his little daughter whispered,

As she took his icy hand,
^* Isn*t God upon the ocean,

Just the same as on the land ?"

Then he kissed the little maiden;

And wc spake of better cheer.

As we anchored safe in harbor

As the sun was shining clear.

And a shout rose wild and joyous.

As we clasped the friendly hand,
**Ah ! God is on the ocean,

Just the same as on the land."
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J
DREAD thee not, thou darksome grave.

Though thou dost madly j-jiwn for me
;

For Jesus, strong his own to save,

Shall my deliverer be.

The turf may rest upon my breast,

Yet broken is death's envious chain
;

And I rejoice to hear a voice.

Saying I shall rise again
Saying I shall rise again.

2. My soul exults, my heart expands.
While round my bark the waters roar ;

Beyond the floods I see a land
Where sorrow is no more.

In endless light, forever bright.

Is heard the loud seraphic strain
;

My soul cries out, 'T is he f 't is he I

Who died and rose again.

Who died and rose again.

3. I mount,. I fly, I near the throne.

While louder peals the heavenly song ,

My eyes are fixed on one alone.

High o'er the glittering throng
;

While seraphs siug, while arches ring,

The lamb that was for siunex's slain
;

With rapture bold, I cry, Behold t

he lives for me again ?

He lives for me again
*

4. Since Jesus makes ray heart his home.
My soul shall fear no dread alarm ;

The lonely grave in vain cries. Come
To darkness and the tomb.

The monster king has lost his sting.

And hurls his fiery darts in vain
;

My eyes shall close in sweet repose,

For I shall rise again.

For I shall rise again.
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I
THINK, when I read that sweet story of old,

When Jesus was here among men,
Hew he called little children as lambs to his fold,

I should like to have been with them then.

2. I wish that his hands had been placed on my head,

That his arm liad beei) thrown around me.
And that I might have seen his kind look when he sai Jj

" Let the little ones come unto me.''

3. Yet still to his footstool in prayer I may go.

And ask for a share in his love
;

And if I thus earnestly seek him below,
I shall see him and hear him above.

4. In that beautiful place he is gone to prepare.

For all who are washed and forgiven
;

And many dear children are gathering there,

"For of such is the kingdom of heaven."

HYMN P. M.

^' T)F good, little children,'' your mother will say,

Jj She will whisper it soft in your ear,

And ofttimes repeat it, by niglit and by day.
That you may not forget it my dear.

2. The ant at its work, and the flower-loving bee.
And the sweet little bird in the wood,

As it warbles its song from its nest in the tree,

Seem to say, " Little children, be good."

3. "Be good, says the Bible, that volume of lore.

Which tlie wisest delight to obey.
And the truths wliich it teaches will lead you above.
When death calls the spirit away.

4. As sure as the brook to tlie river doth run,
And the rivi.-r to ocean's broad wave,

This rule, if well learned in thy childhood, my son.
Will prove your best wealth in the grave.
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WOE, woe to the sinner, who lives in his sin ;

Unrighteons without and unholy within
;

Each thought of his heart and each look of his eye

Is tainted with sin—and his doom is to die.

2. Woe, Avoe to the sinner ; his hopes, bright,

but vain,

Will turn to despair, and his pleasures to pain ;

To whom in the day of distress will he fly ?

Forsaken of God—and his doom is to die.

3. Woe, woe to the sinner, his deeds of dark night

Shall all be revealed by eternity's light

;

Like specters of horror shall each meet his eye
;

Too late then to pray, for his doom is to die.

4. Woe, woe to the sinner, who lives at his ease.

Expecting long years of enjoyment and peace
;

His barns he may build, and his hopes may be high.

But God hath declared that his doom is to die.

5. Woe, woe to the sinner, in gaudy array,

Who feasts in profusion from day unto day
;

For water, alas ! soon in vain will he cry,

Tormented in flames—for his doom is to die.

6. Woe, Avoe to the sinner, who will not repent ;

To hell shall his sin burdened sj)irit be sent :

Forever in that fearful prison to lie

—

No hope for him there— his doom is to die !
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JESUS, my all to heaven is gone,

He whom I fix my hopes upon,

His track I see, and I '11 pursue

The narrow way till him I view ;

2. The way the holy prophets went,

—

The road that leads from banishment,-

The King's highway of holiness,

I'll go, for all his paths are peace.

3. This is the way I long have sought,

And mourned because I found it not

;

My grief a burden long has been,

Because I was not saved from sin.

4. The more I strove against its power,
I felt its weight and guilt the more

;

Till late I heard my Saviour say,

—

Come hither, soul, I am the way.

5. Lo ! glad I come ; and thou, blest Lamb,
Shalt take me to thee as I am :

Nothing but sin have I to give,

—

Nothing but love shall I receive.

6. Then will I tell to sinners round.
What a dear Saviour I have found ;

I '11 point to thy redeeming blood,

And say,—behold the way to God.
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HYMN. P. M.

BRETHREN while we sojourn here,

Fight we must, but should not fear

;

Foes we have, but we've a friend,

One that loves us to the end.

2. Forward, then, with courage go.

Long, we shall not dwell below ;

Soon the joyful news will come,
"Child, your Father calls, come home."

3. In the way a thousand snares

Lie to take us unawares ;

Satan, with malicious art.

Watches each unguarded heart

;

4. But from Satan's malice free

Saints shall soon in glory be ;

Soon the joyful news will come,
''Child your Father calls, come home.'*

5. But of all the foes we meet
None so oft mislead our feet.

None betray us into sin

Like the foes that dwell Avithin.

6. Yet let nothing spoil your peace,

Christ shall also conquer these ;

Then the joyful news will come,
** Child, vour Father calls, come home."
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HYMN. P. M

HE dies ! the friend of sinners dies !

Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around :

A solemn darkness vails the skies,

A sudden trembling shakes the ground :

2. Come, saints, and drop a tear or two
For him who groaned beneath your load ;.

He shed a thousand drops for you,

—

A thousand drops of richer blood.

3. Here's love and grief beyond degree :

The Lord of glory dies for man

;

But lo ! what sudden joys we see ;

Jesus, the dead, revives again.

4. The rising God forsakes the tomb ;

(In vain the tomb forbids his rise ;)

Cherubic legions guard him home.
And shout him welcome to the skies.

5. Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell

How high your great Deliv'rer reigns.

Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell.

And led the monster death in chains :

6. Say, Live forever, wondrous King !

Born to redeem, and strong to save ;

Then ask the monster, Where 's thy sting ?

And where 's thy victory, boasting grave ?



HYMN. P. M.

J
'M glad that I am born to die,

From grief and woe my soul shall fly.

Bright angels shall convey me home,
Away to New Jerusalem.

2. I'll praise him while he lends me breathy

I hope to praise him after death,

I hope to praise him when I die.

And shout salvation as I fly.

2. Farewell, vain w^orld, I'm going home.
My Savior smiles, and bids me come

;

Sweet angels beckon me away,
To sing God's praise in endless day.

4. I soon shall pass the vale of death,

And in his arms I'll lose my breath.

And then my happy soul shall tell

My Jesus has done all things well.

5. I soon shall hear the awful sound.

Awake, ye nations under ground ;

Arise, and drop your dying shrouds.

And meet your Savior in the clouds.

6. When to that blessed world I rise.

And join the anthems in the skies.

This note above the rest shall swell.

My Jesus has done all things well.

7. Then shall I see my blessed God,
And praise him in his bright abode

;

My theme through all eternity,

Shall glory, glory, glory be.
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HYMN. P. M.

HEiVR, the royal proclamation,

The glad tidings of salvation

;

Published now to every creature.

To the ruin'd sons of nature.

CHORUS.

Lo ! he reigns, he reigns victorious

;

Over heaven and earth, most glorious,

Jesus reigns.

2. See the royal banner flying.

Hear the heralds loudly crying,
'* Rebel sinners, royal favor

Now is offer'd by the Savior."

Lo ! he reigns, etc,

3. Ho ! ye sons of wrath and ruin.

Who have wrought your own undoing,

; Here are life and free salvation.

Offer'd to the whole creation.

Lo ! he reigns, etc.

4. Here are wine, and milk, and honey.
Come, and purchase without money;
Mercy, like a flowing fountain.

Streaming from the holy mountain.
Lo ! he reigns, etc.

5. For this love let rocks and mountains,
Purling streams and crystal fountains.

Roaring thunders, lightning blazes.

Shout the great Messiah's praises.

Lo ! he reigns, etc.
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HYMN. P. M.

WHEN marsbared on the nightly plain,

The glittering host bestud the sky

;

One star alone, of all the train.

Can fix the sinner's wand'ring eye.

2. Hark ! hark ! to God, the chorus breaks.

From ev'ry host, from ev'ry gem;
But one alone, the Savior speaks,

it is the Star of Bethlehem.

3. Once on the raging seas I rode,

The storm was loud—the night was dark,

The ocean yawn'd—and rudely blow'd
' The wind, that toss*d my found'ring bark

;

4. Deep horror then my vitals froze,

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem

;

When suddenly a Star arose

—

It was the Star of Bethlehem.

6. It was my guide, my light, my all

—

It bade my dark forebodings cease

:

And through the storm and dangers' thrall.

It led me to the port of peace,

6. Now safely moor'd, my perils o'er,

I'll sing, first in night's diadem.
For ever and for ever more,

The Star—the Star of Bethlehem.
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HYMN. P. M.

HO shall sing, if not the children ?

Did not Jesns die for them ?

May they not, with other jewels.

Sparkle in his diadem ?

2. Why to them were voices given

—

Bird-like voices, sweet and clear ?

Why, unless the song of heaven
They begin to practice here ?

3. There's a choir of infant songsters.

White-robed, round the Savior's throne

Angels cease, and waiting, listen !

Oh ! 'tis sweeter than their own !

4. Faith can hear the rapturous choral,

When her ear is upward turned
;

Is it not the same, perfected.

Which upon the earth they learned ?

5. Jesus, when on earth sojourning.

Loved them with a wondrous love
;

And will he, to heaven returning,

Faithless to his blessing prove ?

6. Oh 1 they can not sing too early :

Fathers, stand not in their way !

Birds do sing while day is breaking

—

Tell mci then;, why should not they ?



220

THIS book is all tliat 's left me now

!

Tears will, unbidden start

;

With faltering heart, and throbbing brow,
I press it to rny heart.

For many generations past,

Here is onr family tree
;

My mother's hands this Bible clasped
;

She, dying, gave it me.

Ah ! well do I remember those

Whose names these records bear

;

Who, round the hearth-stone used to close

After the evening prayer,

And speak of what these pages said,

In tones my heart Avould thrill !

Though they are with the silent dead,

Here are they living still.

My Father read this holy book
To brothers, sisters dear;

How calm was my poor mother's look,

Who loved God's word to hear.

Her angel face—I see it yet

!

What thronging memories come !

Again that little group is met
Within the halls of home.

Thou truest friend man ever knew,
Thy constancy I've tried

;

Where all were false I found thee true,

My counselor and guide.

The mines of earth no treasures give

That could this volume buy
;

In teaching me the way to live.

It taught me how to die.
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HYMN. P. M.

A HOME in heaven ! M'hat a joyfnl thonglit,

As the poor man toils in his weaiy lot !

His heart oppressed, and with anguish driven.

From his liome below, to his home in heaven.

A home in heaven ! as the sufferer lies

On his bed of pain, and uplifts his eyes

To that bright home ; Avhat a joy is given,

With the blessed thought of his home in heaven.

3. A home in heaven ! when our ])leasures fade,

And our wealth and fame in the dnst are laid ;

And strength decays, and our health is riven,

We are happy still with our home in heaven.

4. A home in heaven ; when the faint heart bleeds.

By the Spirit's stroke, for its evil deeds
;

0, then what bliss in that heart forgiven

Does the hope inspire of a home in heaven.

5. A home in heaven ! when our friends are fled

To the cheerless gloom of the mouldering dead
;

We wait in hope on the promise given
;

We will meet again in our home in heaven.

6. Our home in heaven ! 0, the glorious home,
And the Spirit, joined with the bride, says

"Come i"

Come, seek his face, and your sins forgiven,

And rejoice in hope of your home in heaven.
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HYMN. P. M.

SILENT night ! hallow'd niglit

Land and deep, silent sleep !

Softly glitters bright Bethlehem's star,

Beck'ning Israel's eye from afar,

Where the Saviour is born !

2. Silent night ! hallow'd night

!

On the plain wakes the strain,

Snng by heavenly harbingers bright,

Franght with tidings of boundless delight-

Jesus the Savior has come !

3. Silent night ! hallow'd night

!

Earth awake, silence break

;

High your anthems of melody raise.

Sing to heaven in cordial praise.

Peace forever shall reign !

1^-

HYMN. P. M.

Bible leads to glory,

My Bible leads to glory.

My Bible leads to glory,

Ye followers of the Lamb.

CHORUS.

Sing on, pray on,

Ye followers of Immanuel.
Sing on, pray on,

Ye foliowi^rs of the lamb.

2. I hope to live with Jesus,

I hope to live with Jesus,

I hope to live Avith Jesus,

Ye followers of the Lamb.
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HOW painfully pleasing the fond recollection

Of 3^outlifnl connections and innocent joy.;

When, blest with paternal advice and affection.

Surrounded with mercies, with peace from on
high,

I still view the chairs of my sire and mother.

The seats of each offspring as ranged on each hand.
And that richest of books, which excell'd ev'ry other.

The Family Bible, which lay on the stand,

—

The old-fashioned Bible, the dear, blessed Bible,

The Family Bible, which lay on the stand.

2. That Bible, the volnme of God's inspiration.

At morn and at evening could yield us delight

;

And the prayer of our sire was a sweet invocation.

For mercy by day and for safety through night.

Ourhymns ofthanksgiving, with harmony swelling.

All warm from the hearts of the family band.
Half raised us from earth to that rapturous dwelling.

Described in the Bible that lay on the stand,

—

The old-fashion'd Bible, the dear, blessed Bible,

The Family Bible, that lay on the stand.

3. Ye scenes of tranquillity, long have we parted

;

My hopes almost gone, and my parents no
more.

In sorrow and sadness I live broken-hearted,

And wander unknown on a far distant shore
;

Yet how can I doubt a dear Saviour's protection.

Forgetful of gifts from his bountiful hand
;

O let me with patience receive his correction,

And think of the Bible that lay on the stand,

—

The old-fashion'd Bible, the dear, blessed Bible,

The Family Bible that lay on the stand.
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HYMN. P. M.

MARY to the Savior's tomb,
Hasted at the early dawn,

Spice she bro't, and sweet perfume,

But the Lord she loved had gone.

2. For awhile she lingering stood,

Filled with sorrow and surprise,

Trembling, while a crystal flood

Issued from her weeping eyes.

3. But her sorrows quickly fled,

When she heard His welcome voice

;

Christ had risen from the dead.

Now He bids her heart rejoice
;

4. What a change His word can make,
Turning darkness into day

;

Ye who weep for Jesus' sake

He Avill wipe your tears away.

5. He who came to comfort her,

When she thought her all was lost.

Will for your relief appear,

Though you now are tempest-tossed

6. On His Avord your burden cast,

On His love your thoughts employ :

Weeping for awhile may last.

But the morning brings the joy.
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®h €|0risltt'i5 Jug.

S. BI. No. 1.
SHORT -METERS.

BOTtSTOV.

iyi^ 3EEi:
=JI= 3^=f^^

:^±rz±_t
And can I yet de - lay, My lit - tie all to give ?

S. M. No. 2. Laban.

;4:3^ --i—^—^=U-m ^—0- m
BIy Boul, be on thy guard, Ten thousand foes a - rise.

S. M. No. 3. OzREM.

t^&^^mmm^m^^m
S. M. No. 4.

r\^

And must this bo - dy die? This well-wroug.bt frame decay ?

Shawmut.

-^ ~g
-\-G) 9 0-1^^-

Did Christ o'er sinners weep, And shall our cheeks be dry \

S. M. No. 5.

n ii

-s-2

—

\-

li^t*^

4^.-1—'^
Shjrland.

jiz±ry_m
:?iLîgJ=£ i^^^=?^ (5»-

And are we yet a - live, And see each oth - ers face.

S. M. No. 6. Concord.

:pk

.^m^^^^mm. >

—

0- -o. - -

Come, ye that love the Lord, And let your joys be known.

S. M. No. 7. St. Thomas.

iil^^g-^SXT ^'
Blest be the tie that binds Our hearts in Christian Uwe.

S. M. No. 8. Geuar.

\^^^^^^^^^^k
Blest are the eons of peace, Whose hfarts and hopes are onu.
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C. M. No. 1.

^

COMMON METERS
EXHOHTATION.

iSS^
~i 1 r^i~^—s~rc'i—

I

for a thousand tongues, to sing My great Redeemer's praise,

C. BI. No. 2. GiVK.

^17^ s*--

for a heart to praise uiy God, A heart from sin set free.

C. M. No. 3. Alida.

-I

|t-jfê g|g^fp£Sg^ -G^'-

How happy every child of grace. Who knows his sins forgiven!

C. M. No. 4. Hebee.

m «—,-«—G-
-G

-G-

'W=^-

With joy we hail the sacred day, Which God has called his own,

C. M. No. 5. Cana.\n.

il^^^i^s^^ tz:

There is a land of pure delight. Where saints immortal reign

C. M. No. 6. Herbert.

-^—G- ti^Efe ^-G-
7^--:

On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, And cast a Avishful eye.

C. M. No. 7. Atonement.

There is a fountain filled with blood, Drawn from Immanuel's veins.

C. M. No. S. Ortonvili/E.

-©-*--P-^- -^-^-

for a closer walk with God,—A calm and heavenly frame.
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C. M. No. 1,
COMMON METERS.

Coronation.

j3fL?|E=t :^=#^
z:tt:

All bail, the power of Jesus' name ! Let angels prostrate fall.

C. M. No. 2.

i^
Peteeboro',

~-A^-
9^9 P f

\

\- -g—Si
-I h

-^ 6>- -^

Come, Holy Spirit, Heavenly Dove, With all thy quick'ning powers.

C. M. No. 3. Arlington.

:t^=±=T 5E£ -^-G-

Walk in the light, so shall thou know, That fellowship of lore.

C. M. No. 4. China.

^-^y-

--w^^
78:^=5
-^3^ -^-:2^-«-II

Vain man, thy fond pursuits for -bear; Eepent, thine end is nigh.

C. M. No. 5. Meak.

|feJ§^ :2?zrzi: —1^ -si—H-

efei
A - las 1 and did my Savior bleed, And did my Sov'rei^n die.

C. M. No. 6. St. Martins.

mmm^^^^s^m
Am I a sol - dier of the cross, A follower of the Lamb.

C. M. No. 7.

P'^9 -r-r^ 1—1—1 rG-i
Majesty.

^

y—^^

my joys. The life of my del

Bal

My God,, the spring of all my joys. The life of my delights.

C. M. No. 8. Balekma.

hr!2:q:=eeS
Come, let us use the grace divine, And all, with one ac-oord.
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fire Chorister's Juj.

L. M. No. 1.
LONG METEKS.

Duke Street.

iPt^Sl^ifggS^l
Jesus, and shall it ev - er Le, A mortal inau ashamed of tbce 1

L. M. No. 2. WlXDH.AM.

i:te -p-^- i=1=37t:z::
^-j5i 1

Stay, tliou insulted Spirit, stay, Though I have done thee such despite.

L. M. No. 3. DuANE Stkeet.

li
'*it^

§^^ i:=rf=2=i±f^"£s H^^^
Jesus, my all, to heaven is gone, He, whom I fix my hopes upon.

L. M. No. 4. Waud.

tî̂_^ 5^-^-
:£^ iL I-^^'g

q:~7^^
ic

^^r^- -̂;2--

J thirst, thou wounded Lamb of God, To wash me in thy cleansing blood.

L. M. No. 5. Hamouhgh.

Of Him who did salvation bring, I could forever think and sing.

L. M. No. 6. Wells.

n -P--S-

fe^ilfesfe^l
Prayer is appointed to convey The blessings God designs to give.

L. M. No. 7. SESS10X.S.

ii^^^^^
Show pity, Lord, Lord, forgive

;

L. M, No. 8.

Let a repenting rebel live.

Old Hundred.

^--A-
-zi--d

i±:.
:^=^:.

-^--g* - -^-w\1
Befor« Jehovah's awful throne, Ye nations bow with sacred joy.
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L. M. No. 1.

®I]^ Chorister's |lcs-

LONG METERS.
Retreat,

From every stormy wind that blows, I'rum every swelling tide of w^oe3,

L. 31. No. 2. Olivet.

Wlien I survey the wondrous cross On which tlie Prince of glory died.

L. M. No. 3. Alway.
-0—.=r---

Sweet is the work, my God, my Kiug^, To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing.

L. IM. No. 4. Ware.

JZ f» '

' \-^ ' r r-r©^ -©-

dsing.

ARE.

0-0-G>

L. M. No. 5

for a glance of heavenly day. To take this stubborn heart away.

EOCKINGHAM.

J-2-(9 --^^eI rty 9S9J
that my load of sin were gone, O that I could at last submit.

L. M. No. 6. NoREis.

I know that my Eedeemer lives—What joy the blest assurance gives I

L. M. No. 7. UXBEIDGE.

fefe -fMmt^^M
hai)py dt. that fixed my choice Ou thee, my Savior and my Ood.

L. M. No. 8. Hebron.

±
i;::^:^

-^-4--^-
3^«-^ #

g—<g- -6?- ^1^
Come, biuuers, to the gospel fciist ; Let every soul be Jesus' guest.

_,
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%\t €Uxi5\tx's ^tg.

1st p. M. No. 1.
PARTICULAR METERS.

Ceeation.

\m~W^A ^^mi
All things are possible to Lim That can in Jesus' name believe.

1st p. M. No. 2. Forsyth.

iliisS
j:^;=t

Id-t^-:^
:fi2*i

Would Jesus have the sinner die ? Why hangs he then on yonder tree ?

2d p. M. No. 3. Greenfield.

m :i7^e; £e£ f fi

btzfzt

I '11 praise my Maker while I 've breath, And when my voice is lost in death.

3d p. M. No. 4. Lenox.

^m^^^^m^'^^m^^^t
Blow ye the trumpet, blow The glad - ly solemn sound.

3d. p. M. No. 5. Carmarthen.

jtziJt: 3=£ -#—-^ n
A - rise, my soul, a - rise ; Shake oif thy guilty fears.

3d. p. M. No. 6. LiscHER.

^-^-b
M:3^E^ g^^gg

Lord of the worlds above, How pleasant and how fain

4th p. M. No. 7. Ganges.

i^^^psgl^s^g
Come on, my partners in distress, My comrades thro' the wilderness.

4th p. M. No. 8. Meeibah.

Are there not in the laborer's day Twelve hours, in which he s ifely may.
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%llt €]iaxhln'$ Jit^.

4th p. M. No. 1
PARTICULAR METERS.

Happy Piloeim.

lipiflfpg^^f^isg^gas
How liapiiy is the pilgrim's lot ; How free from every anxious thought.

.5th p. M. No. 2. " Lovest thou me?"

lifeist^zi :r^^-0^^
d-f i^tM -^^

Hark, my soul, it

Sth p. M. No. 3,

the Lord! 'T is thy Savior, hear his word 1

Hendon.

I^Z^- ^ -Ct^ is -J^j^-^t?:

Hasten, siu - ner, to be wise, Stay not for the morrow's sun,

5th p. M. No. 4. Pleyel's Hymn,

^SE -gi-T-tf -P m
Children of the heavenly King, As we journey let us sing.

6th p. M. No. 5. Rock of Ages.

Iliii;^ --K-f-
-}t±: %

Rock of A - ges cleft for me, Let me hide myself in thee.

6th p. 31. No. 6. NUKEMBXJRG.

^Zf

^ m
By thy bii'th, and by thy tears ; By thy human griefs and fears.

7th p. M. No. 7. Martyn.

^g|5zS;^Ej;g3Ja^^ -G.-sim
Sinners, turn ; why will ye die ? God, your Maker, asksyoa why.

7th p. M. No. 8. Eltham.

:« im^^m
Hasten, Lord, the glorious time, "When beneath Messiah's sway.
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'^\t €\axhUx's %tu*

tsai ^^ ^-0-

Jesus, lover of my
7th oh 6th p. M. No. 2.

il, Let me to tby bosom fly.

-^-d---^- =^: m
Savior, when in dust to thee,

8th p. M. No. 3.

Low we bow th' adoring knee.

Oliphant.

Men of God, go take your stations ; Darkness reigns throughout the earth.

8Tn P. M. No. 4. Zion.

On the mountain's top appearing, Lo ! the sacred herald stands.

8th p. M. No. 5. Sicilian Hymn.

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, Fill our hearts with joy and peace.

8th p. M. No. 6. Habwell.
_ii

^^m jt=3tzu=ir^^ig
Come, ye sinners, poor and needy, Weak and wounded, sick and sore.

9th p. M. No. 7. Greenville.

-̂iJ?EgE^
=ii=^

n^^^^.
Come, thou Fount of every blessing, Tune my heart to sing grace.

9th p. M. No. 8. Disciple.

nrrn^H-^T^ ^^
]^^

fznrgze^ 5,_

IXi
Guide me, thou great Jehovah, Pilgrim through this barren land.
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%\t €\axhUx'^ %t^.

9th p. M. No. 1.
PARTICULAK METEES.

Mount Veenon.

^^. z^tzjz ::i=^=

to grace how great a debtor Daily I 'm constrained to be.

0th p. M. No. 2. Talmar.

I

thon God of my sal-va-tion, My Eedeemer from all sin.

10th p. M. No. 3. De Fleuey.

-l-6-.:t::=f5z: S^-^ .0±

:'EfE£3Ei
How tedious and tasteless the hours When Josus no longer I see.

IOth p. M. No. 4. Portland,

3^ I^S4=q-
i^it

Away with our sorrow and fear, We soon shall recover our home.

11th p. M. No. 5. Amsterdam.

Ilife^^g^g^ I
Kise, my soul, and stretch thy wings, Thy bet - ter portion trace.

12th p. M. No. 6. Penitence.

t^
^^ES i^i^l^^^S

Jesus, let thy pitying eye Call back a wandering sheep.

13th ok 14th p. M. No. 7. Lyons.mm si^g^pt^z^i^ ^=^1^0
Gt-- -

Tho' troubles assail, and dangers affright, Tbo' friends should all fail, and foes all unite.

16th p. M. No. 8. Rowley.

i^^^^f^^^^m^^^^^
O how happy are they, Who the Savior obey, And have laid up their treasure above
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%ij &\uUUx'$ %tu.
PARTICULAR METERS,

Prodigal.

Afflictions though they seem severe, In mercy oft are sent.

C. M. No. 2.

Prospect.

:?c*
i?±a

N-f-i—

h

i
O what are all my sufferings here, If, Lord, thou count me meet.

17th p. M. No. 3.

U Joyfully.

Joyfully, joyfully onward I move, Bound for the land of bright spirits above.

P. M. No. 4. ^ „The Tkaveleb.

I 'm a lone - ly trav'ler here,

L. M. No. 5.

Wea ry, opprest.

Happy Day.

m ^^mn- =?
^--0—^

—

0-

t=±
happy day that fixed my choice On thee, my Savior and my God.

27th p. M. No. 6. The Lord's Prayer.

Our Father in heaven we hallow thy name.Thy kingdom, all holy, on earth be the same.

9th p. M. No. 7. I will never leave thee.

I û—:—-^.

=]:
-0-0
^S

I will never, nev - er leave thee, I will never thee forsake.

P. M. No. 8.
Sonnet.

ggaffe^j^^m
When for eternal worlds we steer, And seas are calm, and skies are clear.
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^^

:ULAR METERS. . „A Ho

vy-
A home in heaven, what a joyful thought, As the poor man toils in his weary lot

P. M. No. 2. KoGK Higher than I.

-%^aggSlagg^^ ^-9
T^^11

lu seasons of grief to my God I '11 repair, When my heart is o'erwhelmed with sorrow
[and care.

5th p. M. No. 3. I AM Weary of my Sin.

I&l^ li^iiif:
z^: iii^ei^

"I am weary" of my siu; 0, I long for full release.

S. M. No. 4. Sing to me of Heaven.

'«* 21^ =—ei- "X3L
Oh, sing to me of heaven, When I am called to die.

Jerusalem my Happy Home.

1
—

"b-

^ir^ -^-^1
Je - ru - sa-lem, my happy home ! How do I sigh for thee !

L. M. No. 6. ., , ^ „I 'm Going Home.

m^s m̂^^^^^m^̂ m^^^
My heavenly home is bright and fair ; Nor pain, nor death can enter there.

27th p. M. No. 7.
Expostulation.

turn ye, turn ye, for why will yo die.

9th p. M. No. 8. Sinner, can you hate the Savior.

fe^i?? ^iSl^iSiS
Now the Savior stands a pleading At the sinner's bolted heart.
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®|i^ €ijxx$Ux*s |ug»

p. M. No. 1.
PARTICULAR METERS.

Ceoss iND Crown.

-^—'/—W-V-V- §E0^^
^ And if you meet with trials

C. M. No. 2.

zpzitTi:;;/
and troubles on the way,

The Golden Shore.

|tej^gS3E^J^>EpiqE|g^^-gg
^^1^ 1^_. ^ ^

*' We 're sailing o'er the sea of life, To fairer worlds on high.

19th p. M. No. 3. America.M^"3
1^^

My faith looks up to thee, Thou Lamb of Cal - va - ry

!

18th p. M. No. 4.
-—

-

Lucas.

Come, let us anew, our journey pursue, Roll round with the year.

19th p. M. No. 5.
Scotland.

IP^^^ ^^^m
The voice of free grace cries, "Escape to the mountain.'

C. M. No. 6.
Woodland.

2 o- :si ^-'-0-
ii:^ 1

There is an hour of peaceful rest, To mourning wanderers given,

C. M. No. 7. ,^ -,My Mother s Bible.

9 4r=^

iV-trK--H—

N

^m^m^^^ ^—

:

This book is all that 's left me now ! Tears will unbidden start.

P. M. No. 8. r^ rz.Daughter of Zion.

mMimAi^^^^m
>aughter of Zion, awake from thy saduess. Awake, for thy foes shall oppress tht e no
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®|e €\}msUx'$ ^^g.

ipf^ 2?.-
t^'~-^~\^W-

0-^

A - las and did my Saviur bleid, And did my sovereign die

P. M. No. 2.

_ What s the News ?

T=t^**^
;i=aL£??^F^-*'^ig^Ei^^^iiS

The Lord has pardoned all my sins, That 's the news, that 's the news.

C. M No. 3. „ ^
„ ir if Speak Gently.

3t^—jg—g-g -
-^^^p—^ =^=^zipzzp 11

Speak gently to the erring one, Ye know not all the power.

P. M. No. 4. ^ TT ^
_ iL 1* __, Going Home to Glory,

-n-id—^—^-ii- ;s^i
Through grace 1 am de - ter - mined to conquer though I die.

P. M. No. 5. Brother will you meet me.

Say my brother will you meet me, Say my brother will you meet me.

CM. No. 6. „ ^The Golden Harp.

I have some friends gone on before, They 're playing on golden harps.

C. M. No. 7. We 'll Stand the Storm.

w fall.

B Lamb.

Si
Let cares like a wild deluge come, Let storms of sorrow fall.

P. M. No. 8. Glory to the Lamb.

^-* Stilit £ai2=s_^_^.
My Bins are washed away in the blood of the Lamb I
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mijnt's tilt 3Stins.

COPTRtGHT SECURKD. ARRANGED BT C. I>rT?BAR.

Ŵhen Christians meet we hear them say, What 's the, news? what 's the news?
Has all the world begun to pray? What "s the news? what 's the news?

I

I have some cheering news to tell, TheI have some cheering news to tell. The Savior has done all things well,

He's routing all the hosts of hell, That's the news, that 's the news.

gi^p;^0^^g=g=^^^g;
-N-*M

1
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15pns niti '(Eniitsf.

THE Lord has pardoned all my sins,

That's the news, that's the news,
I feel the witness, now Avithin,

That's the news, that's the news.
And since he washed my sins away.
He taught me liow to watch and pray.

And now I'm happy ev'ry day,

That's tlie news, that's the news.

i. The Lord of glory died for thee,

That's the news, tliat's the news
;

He bought tliy pardon on the tree.

That's tlie news, that's the news.
The Saviour speaks. He speaks to thee.

Take up thy cross and follow me.
And thou shalt my salvation see,

That's the news, that's the news.

4. Tlie work's reviving all around,
Cheering news, cheering news,

And thousands have their Savior found
That's the ue\Vs, that's the news.

The churches now throughout the laud,
Have all united hand in hand,
I'm going to join this Union band.

That's the news, that's the news.

5. Now when your friends and neighbors say.
What's the news ? what's the news ?

Just tell them you've begun to pray.
That's the news, tliat's the aews.

Ask them to join the Union band,
That's marching on at God's command.
We soon shall reach the better land.

Cheering news, cheering news.

6. In glory now the Savior waits,
I'hat's the news, that's the news.

And opens wide the pearly gates.

Cheering news, cheering news.
The Spirit calls on you to-day.

Forsake your sins without delay,
While Jesus beckons you away.

That's the news, that's the news.
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grflllrcr toill m l^cct pe,
ARRANGED BY C. I>.

-&-0-0

^
Say my brnther* will you meet me? Say my brother will yon raeer rae?
Tliert^ we'll live and reign forever, There we'll livfj Mtirl reign forever,

r^
T—

r

Say uiy brother will ynu meet n

There we '11 live and reigu fore\

On Canaan'
On Canaan'

hap-py shore,
hap - py shore.

~-f= "̂m

SPii^?
Yes by the grace of God I '11 meet you. Yes by the grace of God I '11 meet you,
Glo - rv. glory, hallehyah, Glo - rv, glorv, hallelujah,

^mm^
"I ^ 1/ i^ 1/ b >

:=f5=:te

Yes by the gr.nce of God I 'II meet you,

Glo - ry, glo - ry, hal - le - lu - jab,

^i^[
On Canaan's happy sliore.

Praise God for evermore.

H9- •»- -V -O^ "3^ ^ ^

The words Cliildren, Teacher, Pastor, etc., may be substimted.
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St. %hnM^

rr 1

I

1. Pid Christ o'er sinners weep, And shall our cheelcs be dry?
2. The Son of God in tears The Mond'ring angels see;
3. He wept that -vve might weep; Each sin demands a tear;

' —-^ -Li 1
—' '—

"-I
—»-^='

4.-r*--^it^

Let floods of peni - ten - tial grief Bnrst forth from every e5'e.

Be thou astonished, my soul ; Ho shed those tears for thee.

In heaven alone no sin is found, And there 's no weeping there.

1. BIT soul, be on thy guard ; Ten thousand foes arise ;

The hosts of sin are pressing hard To draw thee from the ski
watch, and tight, and pray ; The battle ne'er give o'er;

Ilenew it boldly every day. And help divine implore.

2. Ne'er think the vict'ry won, Nor lay thine armor down

;

The work of faith will not be done. Till thou obtain the crown ;

Then persevere till death Shall bring thee to thy God

;

He 'II take thee, at thy parting breath. To his divine abode.

1. Blf.st be the tie that binds Our hearts in Christian love;
The fellowship of kindred minds Is like to that above.
Before our Father's throne. We pour our ardent prayers;
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,—Our comforts and our cares.

2. We share our mutual woes ; Our mutual burdens bear
;

And olien for each other flows The sympathizing tear.
When we asunder part, It gives us inward pain

;

But we shall still be joined in heart. And hope to meet again.

3. This glorious hope revives Our courage by the way
;

While each in expectation lives, And longs to see the day.
From sorrow, toil, and pain, And sin we shall be free:

And perfect love and friendship reign Through all eternity.
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S. NOURSE.
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The Lord is in his ho - ly temple, The Lord is in hi

riHt-. _^^*^^-

t^

ill

lio - Iv torn - pic, Let all the earth keep silence,

m — —5-p dP—»

"''^

i'^, ^

Let all the earth keep silence. Let all the earth keep silence be-

mmm^mm^k
»-

PP PPP ADAGIO.

^^i^i:^jip|^ifeiO
fore him, keep silence, keep silence, keep silence be - fore him.
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fi^ant

i^OS.: -4^-- 1^
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Psalm 85.

1. Lord, thou hast been favorable unto thy land

:

Thou hast brought back the cap-
[
tivity of

|
Jacob.

Thou hast forgiven tho iniquity of thy people;

Thou hast
|
covered |

all their
|
sin.

2. Thou hast taken away all thy wrath :

Thou hast turned thyself from the fierceness | of thine ] anger.

Turn us, God of our salvation,

And cause thine | anger toward
|
us to

|
ceaso.

3. Wilt thou be angry with us forever ?

Wilt thou draw out thine anger to | all gene-
|
rations?

Wilt thou not revive us again,

That thy
1
people., may re-

|
joice in

|
thee ?

4. Show us thy mercy, Lord, and grant us
|
thy sal- | ration.

I will hear what God the Lord v.'ill speak :

For he will speak peace unto his people, and to his saints;

But let them not
|
turn a-

|
gain to

|
folly.

5. Surely his salvation is nigh thera that fear him ;

That gfiory may dwell
|
in our

|
land.

Mercy and truth are met together
;

Righteousness and
|
peace have

|
kissed -^ach

| other.

6. Truth shall spring out of the earth
;

And righteousness shall look
|
down from | heaven.

Yea, the Lord shall give that which is good;

And our
|
land shall

|
yield her

|
increase.

7. Righteousness shall
|
go be- ]

fore him.

And shall set us
|
in the | way., of his | steps.
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i^ 3/-*-

1. I'm but a stranger here, heaven ia my home,
2. What though the tempest rago, heaven is my home,

©-

I
I

is a de3 - ert drear, heaven is my home,
is my pil - grim - age, heaven is my

-tS »-

•*- -^
^^=^
iHi
h^^feES^HMil

Dan - ger and sor - row stand ronnd me on ev' - ry hand,
Time's cold and win- try blast soon will be o - ver-past,

-» -9- -9- -0-*- -0- -^ -iS- -9- »• i»-. ^ ^
'^-

1—r-

^;^^33
Heaven is my fa - ther - land, heaven i* my home,
I shall reach home at last, heaven is my homflfc
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laljcrit^ €\lQXXx$ts.

No. 1.

"We 're going home, we 're going homo
The voyage will soon be o'er

;

Our kindred dear are waiting there
Upon the golden shore.

No. 2.

He taught me how to watch and pray,
And live rejoicing every day ;

Hapjiy day ! happy day !

When Jesus washed my sins away.

No, 3.

We '11 stand the storm, it won't be long,

We '11 anchor by and by

—

We '11 stand the storm, it won't be long.

We 'II anchor by and by.

No. 4.

We'll meet again, we '11 meet again,
Though we may see thee hero no more

;

We '11 meet again, we '11 meet again,
Way over on the shining shore.

No. 5.

Turn to the I^ord, and seek salvation,

Sound the praise of his great name

;

Glory, honor, and salvation,

Christ the Lord has come to reign.

No. 6.

Sinner, can you hate the Savior ?

Will you thrust him from your arms ?

Onco he died throiigh your behavior.

Now he calls you by his charms.

No. 7.

It is the hope, the blissful hope.
That God's own word has given ;

The hope,whendaysand years are pass'd,

We all may meet in heaven.

No. 8.

He died for you, and He died for me.
And He died to set poor sinners free ;

Yes, He died for you, and He died forme.
And He died to set poor sinners free.

No. 9.

They that conquer shall wear the crown,
And by their Father's side sit down

;

Soon we '11 join the holy throng
;

They that conquer shall wear the crown.

No. 10.

All the storms will soon be over,

Then we '11 anchor in the harbor.
We are out on the ocean sailing,

To a homb beyond the tide.

No. 11.

Hoist every sail to catch the gale.
The storms will soon be o'er;

The night begins to wear away,
We soon shall reach the shore.

No. 12.

Remember, Lord, thy dying groans
;

Remember Calvary

;

Remember, Lord, thy dying groans,
And then remember me.

No. 13.

When the toils of life are o'er,

When the toils of life are o'er,

When the toils of life are o'er,

We 'II all be gathered home.

No. 14.

Then we '11 lay down the cross,

And we '11 take up the crown,
And we '11 follow the Savior

All the day long.

No. 1.5.

There is rest for the weary.
There is rest for the weary

;

Where the tree of life is blooming,
There is rest for the soul.

No. 16.

We are passing away.
Like a mid-summer's day ;

We are passing away.
To the great judgment day.

No. 17.

Say, my brother, will you meet me?
Say, my brother, will you meet me ?

Say, my brother, will you meet me?
On Canaan's happy shore.

No. 18.

I will believe, I do believe.
That Jesus died for me ;

And the streams of salvation
Are copious and free.

No. 19.

That blissful place is my Fatherland,
how I long to be there

;

Come favor my flight, angelic band.
And waft me in peace to that shore.

No. 20.

Home at last, home at last,

From an earthly shore,
I now am with my kindred dear,
Who passed on long before.

J
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Copyright secured. Music by C. Dunbab.
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I

1. My days are gliding SM'iftly by, Aud I, a pilgrim etranger,
2. "\Ve '11 gird our loins, my brethren dear, Our distant home discerning;

Would not detain them as they fly, Those hours of toil and danger.
Our absent Lord has left us word. Let every lamp be burning.

SfeSEE -IS-^-»- X=^fi
'^-Jr=i0z Se

iES

For ! we stand on Jordan's strand, Our friends are passing over

;

m ^—*-rS-i-#—•-

^^^^:
-I—h-'^P-l

-^=^=1^:
i^w—Jtf^pl"^i^=lP
And just before the shining shore We may almost dis - cov - er.

-0—0-
-0- -G-' -0-

-0—0^^-^0—0—0
r4izir£pp=^=p=^

1 r-r-

P-'.

:^T:^_pi:pq
r-1- r
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1. While life prolongs its precious light, Mercy is found and pe<ace is given :

«? ri^ M^ :^-e-^=§z

tzzpizgd:

But soon, ah, soon, approaching night Shall blot out every hope of heaven

~ 1—1—I—»—©.

'^ ^m
f

P=F
:|=: "^¥S:Pzt££.d

2. While God invites, how blest the day ! How sweet the gospel 's charming sound,
Come, sinners, haste, haste away. While yet a pard'ning God is found.
Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing, Shall death command you to the grave ;

Before His bar your spirits bring, And none be found to hear or save.

3. In that lone land of deep despair. No Sabbath's heavenly light shall rise

—

No God regard your bitter prayer, No Savior call you to the skies.

Now God invites, how blest the day ! How sweet the gospel's charming sound,
Come, sinners, haste, haste away, While yet a pard'ning God is found.

SHOW PITY, LORD.

1. Show pity, Lord, Lord, forgive; Let a repentant rebel live.

Are not thy mercies large and free? May not a sinner trust in thee?
My crimes are great, but do n't surpass The power and glory of thy grace ;

Great God, thy nature hath no bound,—So let thy pard'ning love be found.

2. wash my soul from every sin. And make my guilty conscience clean

;

Here on my heart the burden lies, And past offenses pain my eyes.

My lips with shame my sins confess, Against thy law, against thy grace
;

Lord, should thy judgments grow severe, I am condemned, but thou art clear.

3. Should s)idden vengeance seize my breath , I must pronounce thee just, in death

;

And if my soul were sent to hell. Thy righteous law approves it well.

Yet save a trembling sinner. Lord, Whose lioiie, still hov'ring round thy word,
Would light on some sweet promise there,—Some sure sujiport against despair.
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BY C. PTIM5AR.

[eNTEHKD according to act of CONGUESS, in the YEAlt 1858.]

^ V '^ ^ ' • *

1. "We are out on the ooean, sailing, Homeward bouiul we sweetly glide;
2. Millions now are safely landed, Over on the golden shore

;

^_.-^^fi—fi • ft_it_^_a_fi ^ _..# .^.._^_^.

^^^^^:^

i^-#-:-S- -a—» ^-H»- -»-*- -«-*—^—^-^^—sh^-i- «—•—I

We are out on the ocean, sailing, To a home beyond the tide.

Millions more are on their journey, Yet there 's room for millions more.

^__A^_^M»_#.

i±£i2iU=g5i=tcztlA;^iL^

CHORUS.

All the storms will soon be oyer, Then we '11 anchor in the harbor.

» ^Sig^i^pl^P
I

We are out on the ocean, sailing To a home beyond the tide.

V-V-¥-^

fi'-t^-l^f^'zfzpgzz
-»-» = » 1
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"The Sacred Spot.'"

1. Tbere is a spot to me more dear, Than native
|
vale or [ mountain ;

A spot for which affection's tear, Springs
|
grateful

|
from its |

fountain.

'Tis not where kindred souls abound, Though that is
|
almost

|
heaven ;

Bat where I first my Savior found, And
|
felt my

|
sins for-

|
given

2. Hard was my toil to reach the shore, Long tossed up- | on the
|
ocean ;

Above me wa-s the thunder's roar, Bo-
|
neath the | wave's com- ( motion.

Darkly the pall of night was thrown Around me, | faint with
|
terror;

In that dark hour how did I groan For
|
all my

|
former | error!

3. Sinking and panting as for breath, I knew not
|
help was [ near me ;

I cried, "Oh ! save me, Lord, from death, Im-
|
mortal

| Jesus, |
save me !'*

Then, quick as thought, I felt him mine. My Savior | stood be- | fore me

;

I saw his brightness round me shine, And
|
shouted,

j
" Glory,

|
glory !"

4. sacred hour ! hallowed spot ! Where love di- ( vine first
|
found me

;

Wherever falls my distant lot. My
|
heart will

|
linger

|
round thee.

And when from earth I rise to soar Up to my
|
home in | heaven,

Down will I cast my eyes once more, Where
| I was | first for-

j
given.

"Jlfy Buried Friends.''^

1. Mt buried friends can I forget ? Or must the grave o- | ternal I sever?

They linger in my memory yet. And in my
|
heart they '11

| live for
|
ever.

They loved me once, with love sincere. And never did their
|
love de-

|
ceive

But often in my conflicts here, They rallied
|
quickly to re-

| lieve me. [me

;

8. I heard them bid the world adieu ; I saw them on the [ rolling
|
billow

;
[low.

Their far-off home appeared in view. While yet they
|
pressed a

|
dying

|
pil«

I heard the parting pilgrim tell. While passing Jordan's
| stormy |

river,

•• Adieu to earth, for all ia well ; Now all is
]
well with j me for ] ever."
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1. Come all who wonkl to glory go, Anrl loavetliis worlilof inn andwo,
For:^ake your sius without delay, Believe, and you shall gaiu the day.

2. Then if your conflicts be severe, And you have many trials here,
You only need to watch and pray. Press on and you sliall win the day.

-9- ^_ S-«
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Hap - py day ! hap - py day ! When Jesus washed my sins a -

r
way.
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Ho taught me how to watch and pray, And live rejoicing every day.

-J:

t±^ Q 0- '^t^.zS-^-g.^=i: Sp[f
Hap - py day ! hap - py day ! When Jesus washed my sins a - way.

* This iunc may be sung to any appropriate Long Meter hymn with the chorus.
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Je - siis, and shall it ev - er
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be, A mor - tal
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— ^
man ashamed of thee ! Ashamed of thee, whom an - gels praise.
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glo - rios shine through end - less
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days,

-h
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i
1. Jesus, and shall it ever be, A mortal man ashamed of thee

!

[days.
Ashamed of thee, whom ansels iiraise, Whose glories shine through endless
Ashamed of Jesus! ihat dear Friend On whoni my hopes of heaven depend;
No! when I blush, be this my shame, That I no more revere his Name.

2. Ashamed of .Teeus ! yes, I may. When I 've no guilt to wash away
;

No tear to wipe, no good to crave, No fears to quell, no soul to save.
Till then—nor is my boiistitig vain—Till then, I boast a Savior slain

;

And 0, may this my glory be, That Christ is not ashamed of me.
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Je - sns,

While the
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of my soul,

va - ters roll,

ha - ven guide,
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still

soul

fly.

high

:

last.
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Watchman, tell us of the night, What its signs of promise are.

^mm^mmm=^̂
Ersii_E?3
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Trav'ler. o'er von mountain's hight See the glory-beam - ing

_^_/2.
t= Eg :tr-

:^:z=;
3^= -Si-

star, See the glo - ry

£:£

i
beam - ing star.

:fe^=fe: 1
1. Watchman, tell us of the night, What its signs of promise are.

Trav'ler, o'er yon mountain's higlit Ste the glury-bcaming star.

Watchman, does its beauteous ray Aught of hope or joy furetell?
Trav'ler, yes, it brings the day—Promised day of Israel.

2. Watchman, tell us of the night ; Higher yet that star ascends,
Tiuv'ler, blessedness and light, Peace and truth, its course portends.
Watcliiuan, will its beams, alone, Gild the spot that gave them birth?
Trav'ler, ages are its own ; See, it bursts o'er all the earth.

S. Watchman, tell us of the night, For the morning seems to dawn,
Trav'ler, darkness takes its tlight; Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
Watchman, let thy wand'ring cease ; Hie tln^e to tWy quiet home.
Trav'ler, lo ! the Prince of Peace, Lo ! The Bon of God is come.
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1. Guide me, tliou great Jehovah, Pilgrim through this h
I am weak—but thou art miglity ; Hold me with

II ims iiarren laud ;

thy powerful haud :
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Bread of heaven, bread of heaven, Feed me till I want no more.
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2. Open now the crystal fountain, Whence the healing waters flow

;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar, Lead me all my journey throusih

;

Strong Deliv'ror, strong Deliv'rer, Bo thou still my strength and shield.

Strong Deliv'rer, strong Deliv'rer, Be thou still my strength and shield.

3, When I tread the verge of Jordan, Bid my anxious fears subside ;

Bear me through the swelling current ; Land me safe on Canaan's side }

Songs of piaises, songs of praises, I will ever give to thee.

Songs of praises, songs of praises, I will ever give to thee.
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COME, ye children, and adore him,
Lord of all, lie reigns above

;

Come, and worship now before him,
He liath called you by his love.

He will grant you every blessing

Of his all abounding grace
;

Come, with humble hearts expressing
All your gratitude and praise.

I. On this holy day of gladness,
We will join in praises meet

;

Every bosom free from sadness

—

All with happiness replete.

Oh. to feel the love of Jesus !

Oh, to know that from above,
Still onr heavenly Father sees us.

With an eye of tender love !

J. Dearest children, now adore him
;

Swell aloud the joyful strain :

Let the nations bow before him

—

Echo back the notes again. |

While he will accept the praises.

E'en from every heart and tongue.
Those to him an infant raises.

Still are sweetest of the song.

4 Lord of all, our hearts' oblation

Now ascends to thee alone
;

We would come, with all the nation.

Now to worship at the throne.

Teachers ! will you join the chorus ?

Join in hymning forth his praise.

Who, for our redemption, shows us.

All the riches of his grace.

5- Praise to thee, Lord, forever !

Gladly now we all unite ;

Praise to thee, God! the giver,

Blessed Lord of life and light

!

Kansomed nation, spread the story :

Rescued people, ne'er give o'er
;

All his grace and all his glory

Oh proclaim for evermore !
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Dnet and Chorus. J, W. Dadmttn.

#
My lat - est sun is sinking ftist, My race is nearly run,

My strongest trials now are past, My triumph is he • gun.
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come ; bear me away on your snowy wings. To my
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own im- mortal homo, To my own im-mor-tal home.

^P a
I 've almost gained my heavenly home, My splint loudly sings

;

The holy omxj, beholil they come ! I hear the noise of wings.
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¥^ 'RE bound for the land of the pure and the holy,

The home of the happy, the kingdom of love
;

Ye wanderers from God in the broad road of folly,

O say, will you go to the Eden above.

Will you go, will you go, will you go, will you go,

O say, will you go to the Eden above.

2. In that blessed land, neither sighing nor anguish.

Can breathe in the fields where the glorified love
;

Ye heart-burdened ones, who in raisei-y languish,

O say, will you go to the Eden above.

3. Nor fraud nor deceit, nor the hand of oppression.

Can injure the dwellers in that holy grove
;

No wickedness there, no shade of transgression,

O say, will you go to the Eden above.

4. No poverty there—no, the saints are all wealthy.
The heirs of his glory, whose nature is love

;

Nor sickness can reach them, that country is healthy,

O say, will you go to the Eden above.

5. Each saint has a mansion, prepared and all furnished.
Ere from this clay house he is summoned to move

;

Its gates and its towers, with glory are burnished,

O say, will you go to the Eden above.

6. March on, happy pilgrims, that land is before yon,
And soon its ten thousand delights we shall prove

;

Yes, soon we shall walk o'er the hills of bright glory.

And drink the pure joys of the Eden above.

We will go, we will go,

yes, we will go to the Eden above.

7. And yet, guilty sinner we would not forsake thee.

We halt yet a moment as onward we move
;

O come to thy Lord ! in his arms he will take thee.

And bear thee along to the Eden above.

Will you go, will you go,
O say, will you go to the Eden above.

8. Methinks thou art now in thy wretchedness saying,
Oh, who can this guilt from my conscience remove ?

No other but Jesus ; then come to him praying.
Prepare me, O Lord I for the Eden above.

Will yc)n go, will you go.
At last, will you go to the Eden above.
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Solo and Duet. M. D. Sullivan,
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! boatman, row me o'er the stream, The cloud is rising
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T must cross to yonder point, Before the storm is
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here. You cannot cross to yonder point, The lightnings fiercely

gleam ; The wind is strong, no mortal arm Can row across the stream.
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The snn is set, the wind is strong, The lightnings fiercely gleam. And
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brave the heart, and strong the arm, Tliat rows across the stream.

2.— ! boatman, row me o'er the stream, The gale I fear it not

;

My gentle mother waits for me Wilhiu our lowly cot.

Thy mother long shall watch for thee In vain, thou daring child,

If thou shouldst tempt the rapid stream Amid a storm so wild.

The sun is set, the wind is strong. The lightnings fiercely gleam,
And brave the heart, and strong the arm That rows across the stream.

3.— \ boatman, row me o'er the stream, And swift our boat shall glide

;

My Father holds the raging storm, And calms the angry tide.

Then I will row thee o'er the strtiam If God will be thy stay,
We '11 boldly ride before the storm ; 0! haste thee, child, away.

The sun is set, the tide is strong, The lightnings fiercely gleam ;

We trust in Heaven, and boldly dare The deep and rolling stream.
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¥HAT'S tliis that steals, that steals upon my frame ?

Is it death, is it death ?

That soon will quench, will quench this vital flame
;

Is it death, is it death ?

If this be death, I soon shall be
From ev'ry pain and sorrow free •

I shall the Kiug- of glory see :

All is well, all is well.

2. Weep not my friends, my friends, weep not for me ;

All is well, all is well :

My sins are jiardoned, pardoned, I am free.

All is well, all is well :

There 's not a cloud that doth arise,

To hide my Jesus from mine eyes,

I soon shall mount the upper skies
;

All is well, all is well.

3. Tune, tune your harps, your harps, ye saints in glory.

All is well, all is well :

I will rehearse, rehearse the pleasing story.

All is well, all is well :

Briglit angels are from glory come,
They 're round my bed, they 're in my room.
They wait to waft my spirit home,

All is well, all is well.

4. Hark ! hark ! my Lord, my Lord and Master calls me.
All is well, all is well :

I soon shall see, shall see his face in glory,

All is well, all is well :

Farewell, my friends, adieu, adieu !

I can no longer stay with you
;

My glittering crown appears in view,
All is well, all is well.

5. Hail, hail, all hail, all hail, ye blood-washed throng '

Saved by grace, saved by grace :

I come to join, to join your rapturous song

—

Saved b}' grace, saved by grace :

,A11, all is peace and joy divine.

And heaven and glory now are mine
;

hallelujah to the Lamb !

All is well, all is well

!
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3. A faith that sliines more bright and clear

When tempests rage witliout
;

That when in danger knows no fear.

In darkness feels no doubt :

—

4. That bears unraov'd the world's dread frown,
Nor heeds its scornful smile ;

That seas of trouble can not drown,
Or Satan's arts beguile :

—

5. A faith that keeps the narrow way
Till life's last hour is fled,

And with a pure and heavenly ray
Illumes a dying bed.

6. Lord, give us such a faith as this.

And then, whate'er ma}- come,
We'll taste, e'en here, the hallow'd bliss

Of an eternal home.

JESUS, the name high over all.

In hell, or earth, or sky
;

Angels and men before it fall,

And devils fear and fly.

2. Jesus, the name to sinners dear

—

The name to sinners given
;

It scatters all their guilty fear
;

It turns their hell to heaven.

3. Jesus the pris'ners fetters breaks,
And bruises Satan's head

;

Power into strengthless souls he speats,
And life into the dead.

4. that the world might taste and see
The riches of his grace

;

The arras of love that compass me.
Would all mankind embrace.

5. His only righteousness I .show

—

His saving truth proclaim :

'Tis all ray business liere below.
To cry, Behold the Lamb !

6. Happy, if with ray latest breath
1 may but gasp his name

;

Preach liim to all, and cry in death,
Behold, behold the Lamb !
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While lifi-'s dark maze I tread,

And grief's around nie spread.
Be thoi: n)y Guide

;

Bid darkness luiii to day
;

Wipe sorrow's tears away,
Korlet ine ever-stray

From tlice aside.

When ends life's transient dream
;

When death's cold, sullen stream
Shall o'er me roll

;

Blest Savior, then, in love.

Fear and distress remove

:

bear me safe above,

—

A ransom 'd soul.

MY country, 'tis of thee.

Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing.

Land where my fathers died,

I^and of the pilgrim's pride,

From ev'ry mountain side,

Let freedom ring.

2. My native country ! thee

Land of the noble free.

Thy name I love
;

'

I love thy rocks and rills, If

Thy woods and templed hills.

My heart with rapture thrills

! Like that above,

3. Let music sw^ell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees.

Sweet freedom's song
;

Let mortal tongues awake,
Let all that breatlie partake.

Let rocks their silence break,

—

The sound prolong.

4. Our fathers' God, to thee.

Author of liberty,

—

To thee I sing
;

Long may our land be bright
With freedom's holy light

;

Protect us by thy might,

,
Great God, our King.
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BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne.

Ye nations bow with' sacred joy
;

Know that the Lord is God alone.

He can create, and he destroy.

His sov'reign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay, and form'd us men
;

And when like wand'ring sheep we. strayed

He brought us to his fold again.

We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs.

High as the heavens our voices raise
;

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues.

Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise.

Wide as the world is thy command
;

Vast as eternity thy love
;

Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand,

When rolling years shall cease to move.

In every land begin the song
;

In cheerful sounds all voices raise.

To every land the strains belong :

And fill the world with loudest, praise.

ETERNAL Power, whose high abode
Becomes the grandeur of a God :

Infinite lengths, beyond the bounds
Where stars revolve their little rounds:

2. Thee while the first archangel sings,

He hides his face behind his wings :

And ranks of shining thrones around
Fall worshiping, and spread the ground-

3. Lord, what shall earth and ashes do ?

We would adore our Maker too
;

From sin and dust to thee we cry,

The Great, the Holy, and the High

4. Earth, from afar hath heard thy fame.
And worms have learned to lisp thy name

;

But O ! the glories of thy mind
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind.

5. God is in heaven, and men below :

Be short our tunes ; our words be fev/
;

A solemn rev'rence checks our songs.

And praise sits silent on our tongues.
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1. All hail the power of Jesus' name ! Let angels prostrate fall
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Bring forth the royal dia - dem, And crown him Lord of all.

=£:

2. Ye chosen seed of Israel's race, Ye ransomed from the fall,

Hail him who saves yon by lii* grace, And crown him Lord of all.

Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget The wormwood and the gall;

Go, spread your trophies at his feet, And crown him Lord of all.

3. Let every kindred, every tribe. On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe. And crown him Lord of all.

that with yonder sacred throng We at his feet may fall

;

We '11 join the everlasting song. And crown him Lord of ail.
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MY father's growing old ! his eye
Looks dimly on the page

;

The locks that round his forehead lie.

Are silver'd o'er by age.

My heart has learned too well the tale

Which other lips have told
;

His years and sti'ength begin to fail,

—

My father's growing old.

2. They tell me in my youthful years,

He led me by his side.

And strove to calm my childish fears

—

My erring steps to guide.

But years, Avith all their scenes of change,

Above us both have rolled
;

I now must guide his faltering steps,

—

My father's growing old.

3. And when each tuneful voice we raise

In songs of " long ago,"

His voice, which mingles with our lays.

Is tremulous and low
;

It used to seem a clarion's tone.

So musical and bold
;

But weaker, fainter has it grown,

—

My father's growing old.

4. The same fond smile he used to wear
Still wreathes his pale lips now

;

But time, with lines of age and care,

Has traced his placid brow.
But yet, amid the lapse of years,

His heart has not grown cold
;

Though voice and footsteps plainly tell,

My father's growing old.

5. My father ! thou didst strive to share

My joys, and calm my fears,

And now thy child, with gi'ateful care.

In thy declining years

Shall smooth thy path, and brighter scenes
By faith and hope iinfold

;

And love thee Avith a holier love.

Since thou art " growing old."
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Me 're lometoarJr ^)0unlr.

on the dark, raging waters we ride, AVe 're homeward hound, homeward bound,
>ed ontht! waves of arough, restless tide, We 'rn liomeward bound, etc.
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Soon without friends who have passed on before, We '11 all unite to be parted no more.

d, etc.

1
There we shall live with the Lord evermore, We 're homeward bound, homeward, etc.
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2. Wiklly the storm sweeps us nn in its roar, We 're homoward bound, etc.

;

See ! yonder looms up the bright golden shox-e, We 're homeward bound, etc.

Steady, O Pilot, stand firm at the wheel

;

Steady ! we soon shall outweather the gale

;

O, how we fly 'neath the loud creaking sail ! We're homeward bound, etc.

S. We 11 tell the world as we journey along, We 're homeward bound, etc.

;

Q'ry to persuade them to enter our throng, We 're homeward bound, etc.

Come, trembling sinner, forlorn and oppressed, ,

Join in our number, 0, come, and be blest

;

Journey with us to the mausious of rest, We're homeward bound, etc.
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ASLEEP in Jesus ! Blessed sleep

From v/hich none ever wakes to weep

—

A calm and undisturb'd repose.

Unbroken by the last of foes.

2. Asleep in Jesus! O how sweet
'i'o be for such a slumber meet .'

Witli holy confidence to sing,

That death lias lost his venom 'd sling.

3. Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest,

Whose waking is supremely blest

:

No fear, no woe, shall dim the hour
Tliat manifests the Savior's power.

4. Asleep in Jesus ! for me
May such a blissful refuge be :

Seeurely shall my ashes lie.

And wait the summons from on high.

5. Asleep in Jesus ! time nor space
Affects this precious hiding-place:

On Indian plains, or Liipland snows,
Believers find the same repose.

6. Asleep in Jesus ! far from thee

Thy kindred and their graves may be
But thine is still a blessed sleep,

From whence none ever wake to weep.

A MOURNING class, a vacant seat

Tell us that one we loved to meet.

Will join our youthful throng no more,
Till all these changing scenes are o'er.

2. No more that voice we loved to hear
Shall fill her teacher's list'ning ear

;

No more its tones shall join to swell.

The songs that of a Savior tell.

3. That welcome face, that sparkling eye
And sprightly form, ftniist buried lie.

Deep in Uie cold and silent gloom
1'he rayless night, that fills the tomb.

4. God tells us, by this mournful death.

How vain and fleeting is our breath
;

And bids our souls prepare to meet
The trial of his judgment-seat.
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HYMN. P. M.

¥E speak, we speak of the realms of the blest,

Of that country so bright and so fair ;

And ofttimes its glories we here confess,

But what must it be to be there ?

2. We speak, we speak of its pathway of gold.

And its walks decked with jewels most rare ;

Of the river of life and its joys untold

—

But what must it be to be there ?

3. We speak, we speak of its freedom from sin

Fiom sorrow, temptation, and care
;

From fightings without and fears within

—

But what must it be to be there ?

4. Then let us, my brethren, midst pleasure and
Our spirits for heaven prepare

; [woe.

For shortly we all may rejoice to know
And feel what it is to be there.

FLY away to thy long-sought home on high !

Fly away to the promis'd shore!

Where the Eden fields in glory lie,

And the humble shall weep no more.

2. Then away from this desert, with joy I'll rise
;

Then aAvay fiom my prison I '11 fly
;

My pinion I '11 dip in the clear bright skies.

And ily away to my home on high.
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HYMN. L. M.

EETURN, O wanderer, return.

And seek an injured Father's face ;

Those warm desires that in thee burn
Were kindled by reclaiming grace.

2. Return, O wanderer, return,

And seek a Father's melting heart.

Whose pitying eyes thy grief discern.

Whose hand can heal thine inward smart.

3. Return, wanderer, return
;

He heard thy deep, repenting sigh :

He saw thy softened spirit mourn,
When no intruding tear was nigh.

4. Return, O wanderer, return,

Thy Savior bids thy spirit live ;

Go to his bleeding feet, and learn

How freely Jesus can forgive.

5. Return, O wanderer, return.

And wipe away thy falling tear ;

'Tis God who says— '* no longer mourn,"
'Tis mercy's voice invites thee near.

6. Return, O wanderer, return.

Regain thy lost lamented rest ;

Jehovah's melting bowels yearn.

To clasp the wanderer to his breast.
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STREx\MINa mercy, how it flows.

Now, I know I feel it
;

Half has never yet been told.

Yet I want to tell it.

2. Jesns' blood has healM my wound

—

O, the wond'rous story !

I was lost, but now am found.

Glory ! Glory ! Glory !

S. Glory to my Savior's name,
Saints are bound to love him ;

Mourners, you may do the same.
Only come and prove him.

4. Hasten to the Savior's blood.

Feel it and declare it

:

0, that I could sing so loud

All the world might hear it

!

5. If no greater joys are known
In the upper region,

I will try to travel on
In this pure religion :

6. Heaven's here, and heaven's there,

Gloiy's here and yonder;
Brightest seraphs shout, Amen,

While the angels wonder.
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HYMN. P. M.

MUST Simon bear the cross alone.

And all the world go free ?

No, there's a cross for every one,

And there's a cross for me.

2. Yes, there's a cross on Calvary,

Through which, by faith the crown I see,

To me 'tis pardon bringing ;

O! that's the cross for me !

3. How happy are the saints above,

Who once went mourning here !

But now they taste unmingled love.

And joy without a tear.

4. For perfect love will dry the tear,

And cast out all tormenting fear

Which round my heart is clinging
;

that's the love for me !

5. We'll bear the consecrated cross.

Till from the cross we're free
;

And then go home to wear the crown.

For there's a ci'own for me.

6. Yes, there's a crown in heaven above.

The purchase of my Savior's love.

For me at His appearing
;

O that's the crown for me

!
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THOUGH troubles assail, and dangers affright,

Though friends should all fail, and foes all

unite,

Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide,

The promise assures us—the Lord will provide.

2. The birds, without barn or storehouse, are fed

:

From them let us learn to trust for our bread
;

His saints what is fitting shall ne'er be denied.

So long as 'tis written—the Lord will provide.

3. When Satan appears to stop up our path.

And fills us with fears, we triumph by faith
;

He can not take from us (though oft he has tried)

The heart-cheering promise—the Lord will pro-

vide.

4. He tells us we 're weak—our hope is in vain ;

The good that we seek we ne'er shall obtain :

But when such suggestions our graces have tried.

This answers all questions-—the Lord will provide.

5. No strength of our own, nor goodness we claim

;

Our trust is all thrown on Jesus' name
;

In this our strong tower for safety we hide

:

The Lord is our power—the Lord will provide.

6. When life sinks apace, and death is in view,

The word of his grace shall comfort us through".

Not fearing or doubting, with Christ on our side.

We hope to die shouting—the Lord will provide.
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HYMN. P. M

I
CAME to the spot where the poor pilgrim lay

And pensively stood by his tomb
;

When in a low whisper, I heard something say.

How sweetly I sleep here alone.

2. The tempest may howl, and the lond thunder
roll,

And gathering storms may arise ;

Yet calm are my feelings, at rest is my soul,

And the tears are all wiped from my eyes.

3. The call of my Master compelled me from
home

—

I bade my companion farewell !

I left my sweet children, who for me now mourn.
In far distant regions to dwell.

4. I wandered an exile, a stranger below.

To publish salvation abroad

;

The trump of the Gospel endeavored to blow,

Inviting poor sinners to God.

5. But when among strangers, and far from my
home.

No kindred, nor relative nigh,

Death blighted my body, I sank to the tomb,
My spirit to mansions on high,

6. Go tell my companion and children most dear,

Although from the earth I am gone,

The same Hand that led me through scenes dark
and drear,

Hath kindly conducted me home.
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HYMN. P. M.

Afflictions, though they seem severe,

In mercy oft are sent,

They stopped the prodigal's career,

And caused him to repent

:

2. What have I ga'ined by sin, he said.

But hunger, shame, and fear ?

My father's house abounds with bread.

While I am starving here.

3. I 'l\ go, and tell him all I 've done.

Fall down before his face

—

Unworthy to be called his son,

I '11 seek a servant's place.

4. His father saw him coming back ;

He saw, and ran, and smiled.

And threw his arms around the neck
Of his rebellions child.

5. Father, I 've sinn'd—but forgive!

Enough, the father said
;

Kejoice, my house, my son 's alive.

For whom I mourned as dead.

6. Now let the fatted calf be slain,

Go spread the news around ;

My son was dead, but lives again

—

Was lost, but now is fomid.

7. 'T is thus the Lord his love reveals,

To call poor sinners home ;

More than a father's love he feels,

And welcomes all that come.
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From Greenland's icy mountains.

From India's coral strand,

Where Afric's sunny fountains

Roll down their golden sand :

From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain.

They call us to deliver

Their land from error's chain.

2. What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle
;

Though every prospect pleases.

And only man is vile :

In vain with lavish kindness

The gifts of God are strown ;

The heathen, in his blindness,

Bows down to wood and stone.

3. Shall we, whose souls are lighted

With wisdom from on high.

Shall we, to men benighted.

The lamp of life deny ?

Salvation ! 0, Salvation !

The joyful sound proclaim,

Till earth's remotest nation

Has learned Messiah's name !

4. Waft, waft, ye winds, his story.

And you, ye waters, roll,

—

Till, like a sea of glory.

It spreads from pole to pole.

Till o'er our ransomed nature.

The Lamb for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,

In bliss returns to reign.
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HYMN. P. M.

THE briglit flag of America,
How gallantly it waves

Above the freeman's dwelling place,

Above the foeman's grave,

By noble streams and forests deep.

And on the bounding sea,

A thousand hearts are welcoming
The, banner of the free.

The banner of the free ;

The banner of the free.

2. "Where'er a peaceful hamlet lies,

Its sheltering hills between,

The starry beacon floats above.

As guardian of the scene
;

Where'er the north pine forests bind
The tempests sweeping blast

;

And every stone a record keeps

Of struggles of the past.

Of struggles of the past.

Of struggles of the past.

3, Where prairie's spreading plain is seen,

And wild war-whoops ring by

;

Or, by the distant watercourse.

Beneath a southern sky

—

The stars and stripes wave proudly out.

And from far wood to sea.

From heart and voice breaks forth the shout,
" The banner of the free,"
*' The banner of the free."



I

281

HYMN. C. M.

•M with you once again, my friends.

No more my footsteps roam
;

Where il began, my journey ends,

Amind the scenes of home.
No other clime has sky so blue,

Or streams so broad and clear;

And where are hearts so warm and true,

As those that meet us here.

And where are hearts so warm and true.

As those that meet us here.

2. Since last, with spirits wild and free,

I pressed my native strand,

I've wandered many miles at sea,

And many miles on land
;

I've seen all nations of the earth.

Of every hue and tongue
;

Which taught me how to prize the worth
Of that from which I sprung.

Which taught me how to prize the worth
Of that from which I sprung.

3. My native land I turn to you.
With blessing and with prayer

;

Where man is brave, and woman true.

And free as mountain air.

Long may our flag in triumph wave,
Against the world combined

;

And friends a welcome, foes a grave,
Within our borders find.

And friends a welcome, foes a grave.
Within our borders find.
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HOLY Bible ! book divine !

Precious treasure ! thou art mine !

Mine, to tell me whence I came

;

Mine, to teach me what I am.

2. Mine, to chide me when I rove.

Mine, to show a Savior's love.

Mine art thou to guide my feet,

Mine, to judge, condemn, acquit.

3. Mine, to comfort in distress,

If the Holy Spirit bless
;

Mine, to show by living faith

Man can triumph over death.

4. Mine, to tell of joys to come,
And the rebel sinner's doom

;

O, thou precious book divine !

Precious treasure ! thou art mine I

5. Thou hast lighted many through.

Been their sword and compass too,

—

Now they shout on Zion's hill,

*' Hallelujah! all is well !"

6. So, blest volume, be to me.
Though I much have slighted thee

;

Y^et instruct me on until

Safe in heaven, all is well.

7. Then, while endless ages roll.

And fresh glory swells the soul,i

O how blest to feel and tell,

'Twas my Bible—all is well.*
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LITTLE trav'Iers, Zionward,
Each one entering into rest,

In the kingdom of yonr Lord,

In the manvsions of the blest

;

2. There, to welcome, Jesus waits.

Gives the crowns his foll'wers win-

Lift your heads, ye golden gates

;

Let the little trav'Iers in !

3. Who are they whose little feet,

Pacing life's dark journey through.

Now have reached that heavenly seat

They had ever kept in view !

4. "I from Greenland's frozen land ;"

** I from India's sultry plain ;"

** I from Afric's barren sand ;"

'* I from islands of the main."

5. ** All our earthly journey past,

Every tear and pain gone by

—

Here together met at last.

At the portal of the sky !

6. Each the welcome * Come ' awaits,

Conqu'rors over death and sin ;"

Lift your heads, ye golden gates,

Let the little trav'Iers in !
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THERE is a fountain fiU'd with blood,

Drawn from Imrnanuel's veins
;

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

Lose all their guilty stains.

2. The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day ;

And there may I, though vile as he.

Wash all my sins away.
Wash all my sins away.

3. Thou dying Lamb ! thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,

Till all the ransom'd Church of God
Are saved, to sin no more.

Are saved, to sin no more.

4. E'er since, by faith I saw the stream,

Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme.

And shall be, till I die.

And shall be, till I die.

Then in a nobler, sweeter song,

I'll sing thy power to save.

When this poor lisping, stamm'ring tongue
Lies silent in the grave.

Lies silent in the grave.
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HYMN P. M.
^^ /^H, boatman row nie o'er the stream,

VJ The storm is rising near,

And I must cross to yonder point,

Before the siorm is here."

" You cannot cross to yonder point

;

The lightnings fiercely gleam.
And brave the heart, and strong the arm
That rows across the stream."

The sun is set, the tide is strong,

The liglitnings fiercely gleam.
And brave the heart, and strong the arm.
That rows across the stream,

2. " Oh, boatman, row me o'er the stream,
The gale, I fear it not

;

My gentle mother waits for me.
Within our lonely cot."

" Thy mother long shall wait for thee

In vain, thou darling cliild,

If thou should'st tempt the raging stream
Amid a storm so wild."

The sun is set, the tide is strong,

The lightnings fiercely gleam.
And brave the heart, and strong the arm.
That rows across the stream.

3, "Oh, boatman, row me o'er the stream.

And swift our bark shall glide.

My Father holds tiie raging storm.

And calms the angry tide !"

'• Then I will row thee o'er the stream>
If God will be thy sta}^

We '11 boldly ride before the storm.

Oh, haste thee, child, away !"

The sun is set, the wind is strong,

The lightnings fiercely gleam
;

We'll tkust i\ Hra^vkn. and boldly dare
The deep and rolling stream !"
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National Hymn.

THO' many and bright are the stars that appear

In the tlag by our country unfurled,

And the stripes that are swehin"- in majesty there,

Like a rainbow adorning the world.

Their lights are unsullied as those in the sky.

By a deed that our fathers have done,

And they're leagued in as true and as holy a tie.

In their motto of "many in one."

2. From the hour when those patriots fearlessly

flung

That banner of starlight abroad,

Ever true to themselves, to that motto they clung,

As they clung to the promise of God.

By the bayonet, traced at the midnight of war
On the fields where our glory was won,

O 1 perish the heart or the hand that would mar
Our motto of "many in one."

3. 'Mid the smoke of the contest, the cannon's

deep roar,

How oft it hath gathered renown,

While those stars were reflected in rivers of gore,

When the cross and the lion went down.
And tho' few were the lights in the gloom of that

hour,

Yet the hearts that were striking below,

Had God for their bulwark and truth for their

power,

And they stopped not to number the foe.
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4. We are many in one while their glitters a star

In the blue of the heavens above,

And tyrants shall quail 'mid their dungeons afar.

When they gaze on that motto of love.

It shall gleam o'er the sea, 'mid the bolts of the

storm,

Over tempest and battle and wreck,

And flame where our guns with their thunders

grow warm,
'Neath the blood on the slippery deck.

6. The oppress'd of the earth to that standard

shall fly.

AVherever its folds shall be spread.

And the exile shall feel 'tis his own native sky.

When its stars shall float over his head.

And those stars shall increase till the fullness of

time

Its millions of cycles has run,

*Till the world shall have welcomed its mission

sublime.

And the nations of earth shall be one.

6. Then up with our flag, let it stream on the air.

Though our fathers are cold in their graves j

They had hands that could strike, they had souls

that could dare.

And their sons were not born to be slaves.

Up, up with that banner, where'er it may call.

Our millions shall rally around,
*

A nation oi freemen that moment shall fall.

When its stars shall be trailed on the ground.
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We 're going liome, we 've had visions briglit.

Of that holy land, that world of light,

Where the long, dark night of time is past,

And the morn of eternity dawns at last,

Where the weary saint no more shall roam,
But dwell in a happy and peaceful home

;

Where the brow with sparkling gems is crowned.
And waves of bliss are flowing around.

O, that beautiful world ! 0, that beautiful world !

2. We 're going home, we soon shall be
Where the sky is clear, and all are free

;

Where the victor's song floats o'er the plain,

And the seraph's anthems blend with its strain ;

Where the sun rolls down its brilliant flood,

And beams on a world that is fair and good ;

Where stars, once dimmed at nature's doom,
Will ever shine o'er the new earth bloom.

3. Where the tears and sighs which here were given,

Are exchanged for the gladsome song of heaven

;

Where the beauteous forms which sing and shine,

Are guarded well by a hand divine
;

Where the banner of love and friendship's wand,
Are waving above that princely band ;

And the glory of God, like a boundless sea.

Will cheer that immortal company.

4. 'Mid the ransomed throng, 'mid the sea of bliss,

'Mid the holy city's gorgeousness,

'Mid the verdant plains, 'mid angel's cheer,

'Mid the saints that round the throne appear ;

Where the conqueror's song, as it sounds afar,

Is wafted on the ambrosial air
;

Through endless years Ave then shall prove

The depth of a Savior's matchless love.
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Burst, ye em'rald gates, and bring

To my enraptured vision.

All the ecstatic joys that spring

Round the bright Elysian :

Lo ! we lift our longing eyes ;

Break, ye intervening skies :

Sun of righteousness, arise.

Ope the gates of paradise !

2. Floods of everlasting light

Freely flash before him
;

Myriads with supreme delight.

Instantly adore him
;

Trumps angelic sound his fame
;

Lutes of lucid gold proclaim

All the music of his name,
Heaven echoing the theme

;

3. Four-and-twenty elders rise

From their princely station,

Shout his glorious victories.

Sing the " Great Salvation !'*

Cast their crowns before his throne.

Cry in reverential tone,

" Glory be to God alone,

Holy, holy, holy one i

4. Hark ! the thrilling symphonies
Seem, methinks, to seize us ;

Join we, too, the holy lays

:

Jesus—Jesus—Jesus !"

Sweetest sound in seraph's song !

Sweetest note on mortal tongue !

Sweetest carol ever sung !

Jesus—Jesus, is the song 1
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HYMN. P. M.

BEAUTIFUL Zion, built above.
Beautiful city that I love,

Beaiitiftil gates of pearly white,

Beantifiil temple—God is light

;

He who was slain on Calvary,
Opens those pearly gates to me.

2. Beantifnl heaven, where all is light.

Beautiful angels clothed in white.

Beautiful strains that never tire.

Beautiful harps through all the choir

There shall I join the e-horus sweet.

Worshiping at the Savior^s feet.

o. Beautiful crowns on every brow.
Beautiful palms the conquerors show.
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear,

Beautiful all who enter there ;

Thither I press with eager feet.

There shall my rest be long and sweet.

Beautiful throne of Christ our King,
Beautiful songs the angels sing :

Beautiful rest, all wandeiings cease.

Beautiful home of perfect peace

;

There shall my eyes the Savior see ;

Haste to this heavenly home with me.
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HYMN. P. M.

¥HEN for eternal worlds we steer,

And secas are calm and skies are clear.

And faith in lively exercise.

And distant hills of Canaan rise,

The soul for joy then claps her wings.

And lend her lovely sonnet sings,

I 'ni going home.

2. With cheerful hopes her eyes explore.

Each landmark on the distant shore
;

The trees of life, the pastiires green,

The golden streets, the crystal stream ;

Again for joy she. claps her wings,

And loud her lovely sonnet sings,

I 'm almost home.

3. The nearer still she draws to land.

More eager all her powers expand ;

With steady helm and free bent sail.

Her anchor drops within the vail
;

Again, for joy, she claps her wings.

And her celestial sonnet sings,

I 'm safe at home !

4. Now, safely moored, no storm I fear,

My God, my Christ, my heaven is here :

And all the joys of Paradise

In holiness and beauty rise,

—

'Tis now the sonl, with folded wing,

Her thrilling notes of joy shall sing :

Glory to God !
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HYMN. L. M.

Bejoice, or MiUenium.

"P EJOICE, rejoice, the i^romised time is coming,

-*-*^ Rejoice, rejoice, the wikleniess shall bloom,

And Zion's children then shall sing,

The deserts all are blossoming.

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming.

Rejoice, rejoice, tlie wildei-ness shall bloom,

The gospel banner, wide unfurl'd.

Shall wave in trium|)h o'er the world ;

And ev'ry creatm-e, bond and free,

Shall hail the glorious jubilee.

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming.

Rejoice, rejoice, the wilderness shall bloom.

2. Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming,

Rejoice, rejoice, the Prince of Peace shall reign

;

And lambs shall with the leopard ph\y ;

For naught shall harm in Zion's way
;

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming.

Rejoice, rejoice, the Prince of Peace shall reign.

The sword and spear, of needless worth,

Shall prune the tree, and plough the earth

;

And peace shall smile from shore to shore,

And nations learn to war no more;

Rejoice, rejoice, the pioniised time is coming.

Rejoice, rejoice, the Prince of Peace shall reign.
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' HYMN. P. M.

Marseilles Hymn.

AIL, ransomed world ! awake to glory !

For God, the Saviour, bids you rise ;

Angelic hosts proclaim the story.

And speed the tidings from the skies :

—

Shall then the Prince of darkness reigning—
Oppress the earth from pole to pole —
And bind in chains the immortal soul

;

His hands all sacred things profaning ?

Awake ! Church, awake !

The tyrant's fetters break !

In God's right arm of strength resolved

On glorious victory

2. Far let the gospel trump be sounding
;

O'er sea, and continent, and isle :

—

While the sweet voice of grace abounding

;

Siiall make the burdened captive smile.

Yes ! to a world in bondage lying

—

Go teach a bleeding Saviour's name

—

Freedom from sin and death proclaim
;

On every breeze salvation flying

—

And sieze the gospel sword

!

And with our mighty Lord !

March on, march on, all hearts resolved

On glorious victory.
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¥HITHER goest tlioii, pilgrim stranger,

Passing thro' this darksome vale,

Know'st thou not 'tis full of danger.

And will not thy conrage fail ?

No, I 'ni bound for the kingdom,
Will 3^ou go to glory with me ?

Hallelnjah ! Praise the Lord !

2. Pilgrim thou dost justly call me,
Traveling through this lonely wild

;

But no ill shall e'er befall me.
While I 'm blest with such a Guide.

3. Such a Guide ; no guide attends thee,

Hence for thee my fears arise ;

If some guardian power defend thee,

'Tis unseen by mortal eyes.

4. Yes, unseen ; but still, believe me,
tSuch a Guide ray steps attend ;

He '11 in every strait relieve me,
He will guide me to the end

;

.For I 'm bound for the kingdom, etc.

5. Pilgrim, see that stream before thee,

Darkly rolling through the vale
;

Should its boisterous waves roll o'er tliee,

Would not then thy courage fail ?

No ! I'm bound for the kingdom, etc.

6. No ! that stream hath nothing frightful.

To its brink my steps I 'II bend
;

Thence to plunge 'twill be delightful;

There my pilgrimage will end.

For I 'm bound for the kingdom, etc.
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HY^ilN. C. M.

COME, liumble siiiiier, in whose breast

A thousand thoughts revolve,

Come, with your guiit and fear oppress'd

And make this last resolve :

—

CHORUS.

Bemember me, remember me
Lord remember me,

Remember, Lord, thy dying groans,

And then remember me.

2. I '11 go to Jesns, though my sin.

Like mountains round me close
;

I know his courts, I '11 enter in,

Whatever may oppose :

—

Remember me, etc.

3. Prostrate I '11 lie before his throne,

And there my guilt confess
;

I '11 tell him, I'm a wretch undone,
Without his sov' reign grace.

Remember me, etc.

4. Perhaps he will admit my plea.

Perhaps will hear my piayer ,

But, if I perish, I will pray,

And perisli only there.

Remember me, etc.

5. I can but perish if I go

—

I am resolved to try ;

For if I stay away I know
I must forever die.

Remember me, etc.
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INDEX TO TUNES.
A home beyond the tide. .- 3 and 2,30

Amelia f)0

Angels bear me away 258
Antioch j>~ l.)(5

Angels hovering round • 136
Arlington • 04
Ashamed of Jesus 253
A victorious faith 262
Away to School ] 24
Away to Sabbath School * 154

Balerma 120
Bridgewater 15(1

Bread of heaven.. 256
Chant—Come to me 64
Chant—85th Psalm 245
Chant—Sacred Spot 251
Children's band 96
China I(i8

Children's praise 166
Chorister's Key.. . from 227 to 239
Come and welcome 46
Coronation 78 and 268
Exhortation i 98
Expostulation ;-32

Gratitude 138
Glory to the Lamb 152
Glorying in the Cross 158

Good news 168
Happy day * 6 and 252
Hark, my soul 56
Heaven 's my home. .' 122 and 246
Hendon 67

Here is no rest 114
Homeward Viound 4 9 and 270
I 'm a pilgrim ^26
T 'm happy 34
I love the Sabbath School.... 36
I want to be an angel * 40
Joyfully, Joyfully -/ 30
Lamb of Calvary 264
Little things ^lOU

Loved ones in heaven 80
Long time ago 134

Look to Jesus 128
Lover of my soul 112 and 254
Lovest thou me 162
Mercy 's free 110

come, let us sing ; 20
Old Hundred 2()6

0, that will be joyful ]f.0

Penitence 104

Pilgrim's song 174
Portuguese hymn +.44
Rock of ages 132
Rockingham 178
Rowley 140
Sabbath morning 126
Say, my brother, will you meet

me ^ 14 and 242
Sentence 244
Shining shore ,^48 and 248
Shirland 7<>

Scicilian hymn ! 54
Sintr, Hallelujah 88
Singing glory -i_ 38
Sinner's invitalion -:-6S

Song of children _..50

Sound the loud timbrel U- 61
Speak gently 92
Stand up for Jesus 172
St. Thomas 243
The cross 106
The Cross and Crown 102
The doomed man IIG
The glory shore 84
The Golden Shore X 12
The Happy Meeting j, 16
The happy land V42
The Judgment day 144
The last morning ,82
The pilgrim's home 86
The Resurrection 74
The wondrous Cross 70
The Boatman 260
The Traveler 176
The Lord's Prayer -180
The mountain of life 160
The dying boy 164

i
Title to heaven 72
To-day the Savior calls 142
Turn to the Lord . 148

146
'23

We 'II meet again 58
We '11 stand the storm .-130

Wells 118
We 'U wait till Jesus comes 28
We 'ere going home 18

What of the night 255
What's the News 240
Windkam 52 and 249

j

Universal reign.

.

i

Welcome friends.
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INDEX TO HYMNS.

Afflictions though they seem 278
A home in heaven ! what a joyful 221
All hail ! happy day 140
Alas ! and did my Savior bleed 184
All hail the power of Jesns' name .... 78 and 268
Am I a soldier of the cross 73

A mourning class, a vacant seat 271
An alien from God, and a stranger 188
And let this feeble body fail 90
And must I be to judgment brought 144
Around the throne of God in heaven 39
Assembled in our school once more 53
Asleep . in Jesus, blessed sleep 271
Awake my soul in joyful lays 65

Beautiful Zion, built above 290
Before Jehovah's awful throne 267
Be good little children 211
Brethren, while we sojourn here 214
Blest are the sons of peace 76
Behold, a happy band 125
Blest be the tie that binds 77 and 243
Burst, ye em'rald gates 289

Come all who would to glory go 252
Come away to the skies 141
Children of the heavenly King 57
Courage my soul, thy bitter cross 145
Come sinners to the gospel feast 150
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Come ye sinners, poor and needy 148
Come let iis join our clieert'iil songs 79
Come humble sinner 295
Come ye children and adore him 257

Depth of mercy can there be 163
Did Christ o'er sinners weep 248

Eternal power, whose higdi abode 267

Favorite chorusses 247
Fly away to thy long-sought home 272
Forever here my rest shall be . 121
From every stormy wind that 189
From Greenland's icy mountains ^ 279
From all that dwell below 263

Guide me, O thou great Jehovah 256
God forbid that I should glory 158

Hail, ransom'd world, awake to glory 293
He dies, the friend of sinners dies 215
Hark, my soul, it is the Lord 57
Hark, ten thousand harps 143
Have you heard of that sun-bright clime .... 197
Hasten sinner to be wise 67
Here o'er the earth as a stranger 115
Here we sufter grief and pain 17
Here we throng to praise the Lord 167
How hlest the righteous when he dies 17
How firm a foundation ye saints 204
How happy every child of grace 185
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How sweet is the Sabbath 47
How sweet to reflect on thoye 202
Home at last 183
Hark, the Sabbath bells are liiiging 201
How painfully pleasing tlie fond recollection 223
Hear the royal proclamation 217
Holy Bible, book divine 282

I came to the spot where 277
I dread thee not, thou darksome grave 210
I think when I read that sweet story 211
I 'm glad that I am born to die 216
I know that my Redeemer lives 147
I 'm a lonely traveler heie 176
I thirst, thou wounded Lamb 179
If I in thy likeness, O Lord 196
I am so very young, mother 165
I have a father in the Promised Land 205
I have a heavenly chartered bank 191
I love the Sabbath School 37
I 'm Avith you once again 281
I 'm but a stranger here 123 and 246
I 'm a pilgrim, and I 'm a stranger 27
I 'm ha))py ! I 'm happy ! 35
I want to be an angel 41
I will never, never leave thee 153
I would not live alway, I ask not _ 45

Jesus, the name high over all 263
Jesus, and shall it ever be 147 and 253
Jesus my all to heaven is gone 213
Jesus died on Calvary's mountain 134
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Jesus, I m}^ cross have taken 107
Jesus let thy "pitying eye 105
Jesus, lover of my soul 113 and 254
Jesus shall i eign 146
Jesus, the name that charms 157
Joyfully ! Joyfully ! onward 1 31
Joy to the world, the Lord is come 157
Just as I am 194
Jesus thy love shall we forget 207

Lord, how secure and blest are they 179
Let me go, the day is breaking 203
Little drops of water 100
Look to Jesus 129
Little travelers Zionward 283
Lord dismiss us with thy blessing 55

Lord, thou hast been favorable 245

Morn amid the mountains 101
Must Simon bear the cross alone 275
My days are gliding swiftly by ...... 49 and 248
My faith looks up to thee 206 and 264
My God how endless is thy love 139
My rest is in heaven 181
My God, the spring of all my joys 145
My heavenly home is bright 182
My latest sun is sinking fast 193 and 258
My sins are washed away 152
Mary to the Savior's tomb 224
My buried friends, can I forget 251
My soul be on thy guard 243

My Bible leads to glory 222
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My" conntry 'tis of thee 265
My father 's growing old 269

Nearer my God to thee 123
Now is done the time of teaching 55

O that my load of sin was gone 151
Our Father in Heaven 180
O sing to me of heaven 199
O come let us sing - 21
O do not be discouraged 66
O for a heart to praise my God 121
O happy day that fixed my 7

O happy land, happy 13
O come children, come 46
O how happy are they 141
On Jordan's stormy banks 99
Once was heard the song of 51
On Sabbath morning, how pleasant 126
O sinner, see the Savior dying Ill
O there is a river 47
O turn ye, tui-n ye, for why 33
O thou God of my salvation 54
O tell me no more, of this 89

Our compass is the sacred 19
Out on the dark raging waters 11 and 270
O brethren will you meet me 168
O boatman row me o'er the stream. . 260 and 285
O for a faith that will not shrink 262
Prayer is appointed to convey 118

Return, wanderer, return » 273



302

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time 292
Rock of ages cleft for me 132

Silent night ! hallow'd night ! 222
Shed not a tear o'er your friends 135
Stand up for Jesns - 173
Salvation, 0, the joyfnl sound 95
Savior like a shepherd lead ns 22
Say, my brother will you meet me .... 15 and 242
Shout the tidings of salvation GO
Show pity, Lord, O Lord forgive. ... 53 and 249
Sing, O sing the song of gLadness 190
Sister thou wast mild and lovely 201
Streaming mercy, how it flows 274
Soon on that bright and heavenly 29
Sound the loud timbrel o'er 63
Speak gently to the erring 93
Speak gently ; it is better far -92

The Lord is in his holy temple 244
'Tis low down in that beautiful valley 85
The day has come, the joyful day IGl
The angels that watched 'round the tomb . . 74
The Bible, the Bible more precious r 45
The Christian pilgrim sings 86
The last lovely morning 83

The pearl that worldlings covet 183
The morning star of hope and love 192
The bright flag of America 280
There are angels hov'ring 'round loG
There 's a land far away 170
There is a band of children dear 296
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There is a band of pilgrims 103
Tliere is a land of pure delight 198
There is a happy land 43
There is a line by ns nntseen 117
There is a spot to me more dear. . 189 and 251
'Jliough in the ontward church 200
To-day the Savior calls 142
This book is all that 's left nie now 220
There is a fountain filled with blood 284
Tho' many and bright are the stars 286
Though troubles assail and 276

Unveil thy bosom, faithful tomb 71

We are but young, yet we may sing 77
We are out on the ocean sailing. ... 5 and 250
We have heard of that bright 187
We 're marching to the promised land 195
We 're pilgrims and strangers below 81
We 're traveling home to heaven above.... 187
Welcome friends, whose cheering 25
We '11 meet again 58
We 'li not forget the Sunday School 131
What seraph-like music steals over 181
When I can read my title clear 72
When I survey the wondrous cross 70
When the morning light drives 155
Why do we monrn departing friends 108
Will you go, sinner, go 69
With joy again, kind friends 169
With joyful hearts again we sing 183
With pitying eyes the Prince of Peace .... 95
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"With tearful eyes I look around 64
With joy we meet 208
We have kindred saved in glory 84
We live as pilgrims and strangers 8
Whither, pilgrims, are yon going 175
What to me are earth's pleasures 177
We were crowded in the cabin 209
Woe, woe, to the sinner , 212
When marshal'd on the nightly plain -218
W^ho shall sing, if not the children 219
Watchman tell us of the night 255
While life prolongs its precious light 249
When Christians meet 240
Whither goest thou, pilgrim 294
When for eternal worlds 291
We're going home, we've had visions.... 288
We speak, we speak of the realms 272
We 're bound for the land of the pure 259
What 's this that steals, that 261






